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BRITISH SPANKING MAGAZINES 


Now available in the U.S.A. with confidence. 


HARRISON MARKS £600 
KANE No.34 to 40 


64 pages, 8 in colour of the real en- 
thusiast spankings, using straps and 
canes, more mature models with genuine 
action stills from videos. Last 6 issues on- 
ly still available. 
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UNIFORM GIRLS No.1 to 22 


Young girls in various uniforms, and out 
of them, getting their bottoms reddened, 
and more. All back numbers available. 
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PHOENIX No.33 to 39 


64 pages, 8 in colour. Clear erotic spank- 
ing, strap, cane etc. Last 6 back issues still 
available. 


Make Cheques and РО.5 payable to: 
‘PRESS SALES’ 15 Wastdale Road, London SE23 


THE SUPPLEMENT 
No.1 to 4 


Readers couldn't get enough of Blushes 
so out came The Supplement. Great 
photos, excellent quality reading. 56 
pages. 8 colour. All back numbers 
available. 
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JANUS No.60 to 66 


Britains oldest spanking mag. A quality 
publication of 56 pages, 8 in colour. 
Drawings, photos and stories. Last 6 back 
numbers available. 


SPANKING LETTERS No.1 to 38 


60 pages of letters on the erotic spank- 
ing scene, many photos of various situa- 
tions. Late back issues available. 


1 magazine for £6 
2 magazines for £11 
3 magazines for £15 
4 magazines for £20 
5 magazines for only £24 


Post within Europe is free (Outside Europe add £1 per item). 
We try for return of post and certainly send under 


plain cover. 


BLUSHES No.1 to 7 


Young girls in tight situations. General- 
ly 64 pages with 8 in colour. Britain's 
premier spanking mag. Illustrated quali- 
ty pictures. All back numbers available. 


JUSTICE No.1 to 55 


Stories and letters in the erotic spanking 
vein, well illustrated 60 pages. All back 
numbers still available. 


ROUE No.54 to 60 


56 pages, 8 in colour. Subtle spanking of 
soft young ladies, sometimes by other 
girls. Only last 6 issues available. 
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are intended to condone or encourage sexual coercion. 
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PARTY GAMES AT THE PRIORY 


she would need to spread her legs a little to maintain her balance. 
And she knew what all the guests behind her would be seeing. 
Using her nose, each nut had to be pushed across the room un- 
til it came to rest against the cane. Ten times she would need 
to cross the room, her bottom tightly curved, all her girlish 
secrets revealed to the guests’ delights. And she would need 
to shuffle backwards and forwards, nose to the carpet, on her 
elbows and knees, competing against the clock. Ten nuts in five 
minutes! It was an impossible task! Julie knew it was impossi- 
ble. So did Sir Julian. And so too did the guests. 


Time was called. The guests applauded. They had eagerly en- 
couraged her, enjoying the spectacle as Julie crawled ungainly 
around the carpet, chasing hazelnuts, occasionally reaching the 
intended goal. Reminded as she reached the cane each time, 
that it would inevitably be used upon her. She tried her best. 
Five nuts were pushed across to their target. She collapsed ex- 
hausted against the soft carpet, knowing the score. Five nuts 
remained. Five strokes of the cane would be her penalty. 


The cane was absolutely excruciating. Especially in Sir Julian’s 
experienced hands. Bent forward across the end of the long 
table, face down, legs apart, bottom fully available, Julie reach- 
ed out and clutched the cold edges of the oak for strength. The 
long thin streak of pain hovered above her bare bottom and each 
guest seemed to freeze, momentarily. The familiar sibbilance 
of smooth bamboo whistling through the air. Bamboo worn 
smooth by frequent firm application to the bared bottoms of er- 
rant young women. And then the awful crack as the three foot 
length of cane bit right across her soft curved bottom cheeks. 
A split-second of nothingness. And then that awful fiery burn- 
ing pain. She yelled, and the guests applauded in response. She 
kicked her bared feet against the carpet and swore silently to 
herself. The streak of red across her bottom grew bright crim- 
son. Sir Julian stepped back, and smiled. The cane was raised 
again. Young Julie was going to really feel these strokes. Each 
and every one of them. It was always so much fun, party-time 
at the Priory. There were so many games to be played. So many 
penalties to be paid. And it was the perfect way to discipline 
a cheeky young madam who had been asking for a thrashing 
for so long. Yes. This would be young Julie’s night! Though 
he had plans too for another half dozen of his young female 
guésts. Young Michelle in the blue and white dress who had 
cheeked him that time in town. And Miss Jane, the arrogant 
blonde who had poured wine over his favourite armchair. And 
that little minx Janice. She had been displaying her knickers 
half the evening, encouraging the young men. Oh yes. The night 
was young. There were numerous games to come. Michelle 
would lose. And so too would Jane and Janice. All three would 
lose their knickers. And all three would have their silly pert 
cheeky bottoms soundly caned. 


Sir Julian gave Julie her second stroke, carefully applied just 
an inch or less below the first, and she yelled again, her bot- 
tom rising towards him as she bucked forward. Silly things, 
these girls. They never could resist a good party. The food and 
the wine, and the possibility of a little extra-mural sex behind 
the curtains. He lined the cane up for the next stroke but a par- 
ticularly juvenile shriek distracted him. He turned. Opposite 
him, a pretty dark-haired girl blushed. *Oh...sorry...” He smiled 
at her. She would be another for his list. 


And as the caning continued, even the experienced and slightly 
worldly-worn Sir Julian felt a quiver of excitement. After all, 
he knew all about Julie and her young friend Jennifer. And he 
had caned Michelle last year. Jane and Janice too, were hardly 
strangers to him. But that new girl, in the corner? He glanced 
at her, noticing the soft ample curves: of her bottom beneath 
a short tight black skirt. She would be a real treat. 5 


: Jennifer and Julie had been volunteered. A little reluctantly they 
stepped forward into the centre of the room. A quiet ripple of 
applause from the assembled guests greeted them. 


Sir Julian announced the game. ‘It’s tug-of-war, this time, girls.’ 
Another bout of quiet applause as both girls were helped out 
of their party dresses. Standing in just bras and knickers, they 
listened as the rules of the game were read out. ‘Stand facing 
each other, girls. Close together.' Eager hands pushed the two 
girls together, until they were touching each other. Soft bare 
skin against soft bare skin. Toes touching toes. *Now put your 
arms around each other.' There were a few quiet sniggers from 
the audience as the girls adopted their intimate pose. Behind 
each girl, the guests lined up. The traditional two teams for Tug 
of War. ‘Are you ready? Get set...Go!” 


The two lines of revellers began to pull away from each other, 
and the two girls began tightly to hold each other, slim bare 
arms wrapped about each other's body. Of course, the girls 
would not be parted. That was hardly the aim of the game. 
Behind Jennifer and Julie, at the head of the two columns of 
guests was a young man. And each of these young men was 
clutching, not Jennifer, not Julie, but their knickers. Flimsy 
white knickers. Just right for party-going. But hardly appropriate 
for the roughness of a Tug of War game. It would only take 
afew moments. Soft round bottom curves were being exposed 
as the flimsy fabric was stretched out of shape, the strain of 
the teams being taken by the few inches of thread which held 
the girls' pants together. Jennifer and Julie had closed their eyes. 
They knew it was bound to happen. The tell-tale ripping of 
thread and fabric. They found security in each other's bodies, 
knowing that one of them would have to pay the penalty for 
losing. The guests were cheering now, encouraging each other 
to pull even harder. Julie found it hard to keep her long legs 
taut, with young Colin right behind her, with both his hands 
holding tightly to those few inches of straining fabric. It didn't 
take long. Despite the noise of the, occasion and the inevitable 
ribald comments from further down the two lines of guests, 
everyone heard the tell-tale sound. A quiet gentle noise of 
knickers ripping apart. Half the guests fell back into each other 
as Colin waved Julie's knickers in the air. “Гуе got them!’ 
Young Julie, suddenly feeling very exposed and vulnerable, 
pulled herself away from Jennifer. ‘Oh Christ! It’s me!” Naked 
save for her pretty lace-trimmed party bra, which no doubt 
would also be taken from her before the evening was out, she 
stared upwards, to the little white tangle of distorted fabric which 
had been her knickers. In an unconscious gesture, her hands 
went behind her, to protect her bared bottom. 


Sir Julian was in his element. ‘Come on, Julie. Time for your 
penalty!’ She found herself standing in the centre of the room 
again, but this time she was alone. The guests stood back, 
against the walls, waiting and watching. Her anxious eyes 
folloed the movements of the host, as he walked to the side table 
and picked up the trap of assorted nuts. Carefully, without haste, 
he selected ten evenly-shaped nuts, which were all about the 
same size. The guests watched in silence as he stooped, and 
placed all ten nuts in a neat row upon the carpet. Striding to 
the opposite end of the long room, he collected a thin yellow- 
ing bamboo cane. It quivered in his hands and the room became 
hushed. He stopped again, placing the cane upon the carpet, 
some ten feet or so away from the line of nuts. Julie was star- 
ing at it. Transfixed. Knowing that Sir Julian intended using 
it on her. On her bared bottom. Knowing that all the guests 
wanted to see her getting caned. He pointed to it. ‘That’s the 
finishing line, young lady!’ She was told to kneel down behind 
the line of nuts. Right down, so that she was resting on her knees 
and elbows, her chin touching the soft carpet. She realised that 
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*Oh he's a really excellent piano 
tutor,’ Susan Markand said. ‘You 
won't find a better one. If you 
want the best for Alison then it has 
to be Mr Elvard. There’s only the 
one thing...’ 


Susan Markand paused in mid- 
sentence, her well-modulated 
Home Counties tones tailing off in 
the still and genteel air of Monica 
Lanley’s attractive sitting room. 
The two ladies, seated on either 
side of a coffee table which held a 
tray of delicate tea things, were 
both fortyish (perhaps one could 
charitably say late thirties), elegant- 
ly English in country tweeds. 


‘Oh?’ prompted Monica. it is her 
daughter Alison who is under 
discussion here. Alison and her at 
present poorly developed piano 
skills. Alison has turned 18 and 
some might take the view that if at 
this age a girl has not shown much 
aptitude she is not likely to. Alison 
Lanley it may be said is herself of 
this view. But not her mother. 
Who is convinced that all Alison 
needs is the right tutor. 


“Well...he has his little ways,’ Susan 
is persuaded to say. ‘i suppose with 
artistic temperaments one has to 
expect that sort of thing.’ 


"What sort of thing?’ Monica bland- 
ly enquires, after a delicate sip of 
Earl Grey. 


“Well, I don’t know...eccen- 
tricities. I suppose you could say 
that. not that I really know, not 
first hand. I’ve just vaguely heard 
things. To do with discipline I sup- 
pose. Yes. That is probably his 
main thing.’ 


‘Discipline?’ echoes the hostess. ‘I 
don’t see that as a problem. I’m 
sure discipline is something Alison 
could do with. Maybe that has been 
her problem in the past. No 
discipline; no one really keeping 
her at it.’ 


Susan gives a little tinkling laugh. 
‘Oh I'm sure Mr Elvard can keep 
her at it. If he has a mind to. And 
if he has your full backing of 
course.’ 


Eric Elvard had reached the age and 
the stage when he wasn’t too 
bothered if he took a pupil or not. 
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Continued on page 40... 


DECK CHAIR DUTY 


ment with the casual movement of his pacing stick. He 
did of course keep a firm hand on all his young girls; 
and that was how he was able to run such an efficient 
and professional holiday centre. ‘Well she obviously 
wasn't going to stay for a spanking,’ commented the 
Assistant. The Brigadier smiled. 'Very few ever have.' 
He leaned forward from the low deck chair and poured 
a second cup of freshly-brewed coffee. '| do remember 
one silly young thing who actually dared me to spank 
her.' He sipped his coffee, remembering with a smile, 
that distant episode. 'She had one tanning from me, 
followed by another from her guardian when she got 
home.' The younger man smiled too. 'So what do you 
think this latest young madam will do? Will she leave?' 
The Brigadier drew his pipe from his jacket pocket and 
began to fill it, his thoughts distracted for a moment. 
‘| mean, surely today's young women don't go in for 
spanking and things?' The pipe was lit. 'But they do, 
young man. They do.' There was another pause as the 
older man drew on his pipe, his eyes closed. 4 would 
wager that Miss Lucy first marched over to the offices, 
planning to hand in her notice; and then realised what 
a good deal she gets here. And when it comes to ear- 
ning money, most of today's young girls think again.’ 
He tapped his stick against the legs of the other man's 
deckchair. 'Miss Lucy will be waiting for us, even now, 
ready for a spot of deckchair duty.' 


The Brigadier's private apartments were sited in an ex- 


-clusive and quiet area of the holiday camp, well away 


from the usual hustle and bustle of activity. Indeed, the 
tall hedges and the general contours of the land en- 
sured that the Brigadier's private garden, to the rear 
of his roms, were entirely private. As the two men ap- 
proached, they could see the girl, standing outside the 
lattice gate, waiting. ‘Inside, young lady.’ She stumbl- 
ed into the garden, followed by both men. The Brigadier 
gestured to his assistant to sit down, drawing a cou- 
ple of chairs across the patio. He tapped his stick on 
the ground, ordering the young girl to stand in front of 
him. ‘These are your cards, young lady.’ He held out 
his hand, and the young man passed over the paper- 
work just collected from the offices. “Your behaviour 
and general attitude is not acceptable, young lady. You 
may leave:..NOW.’ The girl looked flustered and con- 
fused. 'But...but you said...’ She was interrupted by the 
Brigadier. ‘Once upon a time, girls like you got a 
straightforward spanking, and simply got on with their 
work. These days, that order of discipline is generally 
frowned upon.' He held out the envelope. 'Go on. Off 
you go. You were warned at the beginning of the 
season. You are a casual labourer. And if you get too 
casual with me, you're fired...’ 


Lucy stepped back, her hands behind her back, one 
hand. holding the other tightly. She was shaking her 
head. ‘No...no sir. Please... NEED the work...’ The two 
men sat back and listened to her petition. ‘Please... 
need the money, you see...because | spent a bit too 
much last term...and...’ The younger man entered the 
conversation. ‘You do agree that your work has been 
appalling. You do agree that we have every right and 
justification to fire you?’ She did agree. Blushing, she 
listed as the men recounted the numerous failings and 
reported complaints from members of the public. ‘So 
how can we persuade you to sort yourself out?’ She 


Two men were standing by the sea wall. The focus of 
their attention could be found down on the flat hard 
sand, some distance away. Her name was Lucy. Like 
all the girls, she was working at the camp for the 
season, had her mind firmly fixed on money and young 
men, and spent most of each working day attempting 
to avoid any duty which appeared too much like hard 
work. ‘How long has she been down there?’ asked the 
older man. His companion glanced at his watch. “Twen- 
ty minutes at least.’ In the bright sunshine, the girls 
of the camp was easily recognised, dressed in their sim- 
ple uniform of white shirt and shorts. They had all been 
chosen for their natural good looks; the healthy sun- 
tanned look. And dressed crisply in white, they really 
looked a picture, exuding fun and youthfulness. 
However, it was a shame that from time to time, one 
of the girls began to let the side down. The Brigadier 
disliked such girls. The Brigadier had a simple, well- 
tried solution to the problem. It was Deck Chair Duty. 


She was called to the Chinese Water Gardens, where 
the Brigadier and his assistant were taking after lunch 
coffee. They watched as she approached, scampering 
nonchantly along the terraces, and following the water- 
fall down to the grassy slope where the men were 
waiting. ‘I’m Lucy,’ she told them, smiling sweetly. The 
Brigadier lifted his sunglasses and studied the young 
girl, taking in her slim figure and her long slender bare 
legs. He lifted his hand and crooked his index finger, 
gesturing to her. She walked towards him. ‘So? What's 
the matter, then?’ The Brigadier waited until she was 
withing grasping distance, and then reached out, grip- 
ping the girl’s shorts, twisting the fabric in his fingers. 
‘Do you see these holidaymakers all around us, girl?’ 
. Lucy glanced around. ‘Yes. Of course.’ There were 
dozens of middle-aged couples, in pairs and in small 
groups, enjoying the tranquility of the exclusive surroun- 
dings. ‘Now | am very concerned about you, 
Miss...er...Lucy. Very concerned.’ He kept a tight grip 
on the girl’s shorts. ‘Now you will kindly take yourself 
away from here and wait for me behind my apartment. 
Or you can go to the office and collect your cards...or 
| can take down your pants right here and now, in front 
of our visitors, and give your bare bottom a good sound 
spanking.’ The quiet matter-of-fact lecture shocked the 
young girl into astonished silence. It took a while for 
the smiling Brigadier’s words to sink in. Her cheeks sud- 
denly coloured when she realised that the nearest of 
the camp’s guests were watching her, and had probably 
heard some, if not all, of the Brigadier’s words. 


He released his grip on her shorts. She stood still, still 
too surprised to move. The Brigadier’s assistant, until 
now simply an interested onlooker, decided to endorse 
his employer’s words. His hand slapped casually across 
Lucy’s upper thigh, just beneath the protection of her 
shorts. ‘The Brigadier always means what he says, 
young lady.’ A further slap arrived across the other 
thigh. ‘And if he promises to smack your silly little bot- 
tom, then that’s exactly what he'll do...’ Lucy shook her 


head, muttered a few short and indecipherable words . 


. of embarrassed protest, and scampered away. A few 
yards away, a small party of older men offered an im- 
promptu round of applause. 'Well done, sir,' one of 
them shouted. ‘I trust you keep a firm hand on all your 
young females.' The Brigadier acknowledged the com- 
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Blushing deeply. Right down to her pretty tits. Lucy is 
showing everything. 


The Brigadier is clutching a cane. A long thin bendy 
length of bamboo. And he is tapping it against the pretty 
Lucy's bottom. She squeals, wondering about the sting 
which is likely to follow, her tits dangling free, swing- 
ing from side to side. The cane is raised. Her bottom 
cheeks tense and wait. And relax. And the cane streaks 
down. 


THWACKK!!! Lucy feels it, deeply. She has been can- 
ed across her bottom, for the very first time. She jumps 
with the pain and the sting and the sheer surprise, 
twisting her head around, her lips parted in a silent 
squeal of protest. THWACK! The sting in her bottom 
cheeks is confirmed. She jumps forward, tits jiggling 
around, her hands gripping the deckchair for support. 
THWACKKK!! Her feet leave the ground, the force of 
the third cane-stroke virtually lifting her off the ground. 
THWACK. THWACK. THWACK. He canes her, 
comprehensively. 


The two men walked slowly across the long lawn, away 
from the patio end of the garden. The young man re- 
mained silent. The Brigadier was humming quietly to 
himself. ‘Sit down, young man.’ He indicated with his 


‘pipe. There, in the warmth of the late Summer even- - 


ing, they sat and waited for Lucy to return. 


She was still bare, walking awkwardly across the grass, 
tray in hand, tits bouncing promisingly, up and down 
at each step. She bent forward, feet and legs tightly 
clamped together, though the dark triangle of pubic 
curis blatently available to the men's gaze. Tits hang- 
ing free and she bends, handing the drinks to the 
Brigadier and his assistant. Whilst serving the Brigadier, 
bending low to place the glass upon the table top, her 
bottom is presented, tightly-curved, to the young man's 
view. Long thin tramlines of scarlet, written across both 
soft globes. Thin lines of pain, where the Brigadier's 
cane had snaked. A pinkish blush across the fleshy 
summits of each bottom cheek, and a gentle hue at 
the very top of her slim thighs, where she had been 
smacked earlier. 


Pretty face, still a little flushed, still feeling the sting 
in her tail. But tears now dried and forgotten. 


The old man raised his glass. "Thank you, my dear. Now 
please return to the deckchair and practice on it, as 
you have been shown.' She scampers away, the red 
cane-lines distorting up and down as her bottom cheeks 
gyrate. He smiles. She still needs to practice. Later, 
when the holidaymakers had long retired to their chalets 
and apartments, Lucy would be escorted to the private 
beach. And there, in the moonlight, she would collect 
and fold away each and every deck chair on the sand, 
taking each chair back to the store. 


And she would be naked as she worked, bending low 
to lift wood and canvas. And the men would be there, 
too, checking her work, supervising her, watching her 
every action. And across each deckchair which Lucy 
failed to clear in a given period of time, the young bare 
lady would be bent. And the thin length of bamboo 
would be applied. For Miss Lucy, tonight was Deck 
Chair Duty. 
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screwed up her pretty face. 'Well...what about that...’ 
They waited for her to spell it out as she fought against 
the embarrassment of the situation. '...What about 
that...that...spanking you talked about?’ She hung her 
head, embarrassed by her own words, her cheeks bur- 
ning. The Brigadier's assistant wondered whether she 
had ever experienced physical punishment. Whether 
she could take it, and how, at her age. His attention, 
quite unconsciously, became directed at the pretty 
curves just beneath her thin shorts. The older man lean- 
ed back in his chair, using his still-smoking pipe to point 
to the youngster standing before him. 'Alright. But it 
will be no mere spanking, | can assure you. Girls of 
your age need much firmer treatment.' He placed the 
envelope upon the top of the patio table. 'Your cards 
remain here. You obey my instructions — all my instruc- 
tions — during the next sixty minutes, in which you will 
earn a salutory lesson, and you may remain in my 
employ.' He took a long drag of his pipe. 'But if you 
decide not to obey me, then you may take your cards 
and go. Now or at any time...’ He waited for the girl's 
decision. She hesitated for only a few seconds. 'Yes. 
Alright,’ was her quiet answer. 


She was bare-breasted, clutching her shirt. It had been 
a real fight, mentally, undressing in front of them. 
Especially in front of the younger one. He had been 
watching her, carefully, drinking in her shape. Bare- 
breasted, tits bobbing about in front of their eyes. And 
she was being told to take a deckchair. Put it up on 
the lawn in front of them. Bending down, bottom tight- 
ly curved beneath taut shorts. Tits getting in the way 
as she, confused, fights with the tangle of wood and 
canvas. 


She was bending, feet and legs together, back almost 
horizontal, gripping the back of the deckchair. Bottom 
stuck out beneath those silly little shorts. His hand, cup- 
ping her bottom cheeks, jiggling them up and down, 
warning her. And smacking her. Shorts being lowered. 
No knickers underneath. Just Lucy's bare bottom. Her 
bare white bottom, revealed. The young man, still wat- 
ching, taking in every detail. Watching her. Watching 
Lucy's bareness. 


Lucy, still bent forward, legs together, bared bottom 
thrust out, shorts tangled around her ankles. Being 
smacked. The Brigadier, lecturing her, smacking her. 
Bottom cheeks jiggling about. Looking very pink. Lucy 
uttering little squeals of surprise and protest. 


The Brigadier, telling her to take her shorts right off. 
Even her socks. Lucy is bare. Quite bare. She hasn't 
stood, naked, in front of a man since her childhood 
days. She tries to protect her modesty. Hands on her 
head. It is the Brigadier's orders. The young man is 
still watching, enjoying her embarrassment, studying 
the colour of her bare bottom. 


He is telling her to turn the deck chair over. Lucy fights 
with the wood and canvas. Almost trapping her fingers. 
And her wobbling tits. Turning the deck chair right over. 
The Brigadier telling her to bend over it, tummy 
touching wood, limbs touching rough canvas, bottom 


. upwards, and on display. She is feeling so vulnerable. 


No longer her bottom cheeks held tightly together. Now, 
bent, arched, bottom cheeks parted. Hints of little curls, 
in the darkest secret areas between her thighs. 


‘Not really?’ Mr Calway's fingers 
push in at the division between the 
taut-fleshed bottom-cheeks. Susan 
squirms, involuntarily, although 
you're supposed to keep quite still, 
hands or no hands. 'Was it Penny 
then?' 


No, she can't very well claim that. 
Mr Mylforth has now come round 
to the front. Not in a uniform, just 
white trousers and shirt, though 
with a peaked naval cap on his 
head. About the same age as Mr 
Calway, i.e. fortyish, but no bear. 


-Grinning now at the two girls. His 


eyes.on their boobs, on their poin- 
ty nipples. Also no doubt eyeing the 
tight crotches of the too-tight shorts. 
Mr Mylforth is not grabbing any bot- 
toms, not yet. No doubt he will, 
though, taking a cue from Mr 
Calway. Now they are here for a 
stay on his yacht. When they, or 
rather Susan and Debbie with Mr 


Calway, went on that Mr Simmings’ 
yacht for two days Mr Simmings got 
the idea pretty quick. Because Mr 
Calway showed him. The first after- 
noon. Used the cane himself, then 
gave it to Mr Simmings for a turn. 
Susan and Debbie, both of them, 
the cane on their bare bottoms. 
Debbie is back at home base, T.S. 
Viceroy, at this moment, it is Susan 
and Penny chosen to come on this 
jaunt... 


'l...wasn't really whispering...Mr 
Calway. | was just...checking on a 
gull. What it was.' 


Mr Calway's hand briefly explores 
in between Susan's parted legs. 
Checking perhaps that the skimpy 
crotch of her shorts is as tight and 
skimpy as required. The hand 
slides away. 'Take your shorts 
down, Susan. When you're stan- 
ding At Ease on deck is not the time 
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squawk. Susan observes this with 
some relief: she thinks it was a her- 
ring gull but is by no means sure. 
And Mr Calway of course is due out 
here on deck at any moment, after 
having his drink with Mr Mylforth. 
It could very easily be: 'And what 
bird is that, Susan?' And if: 


- 'Uh...herring gull, Mr Calway,' not 


spoken with any great assurance is 
in fact incorrect...well, Susan is all 
too well aware how Mr Calway 
would probably seek to instill the 
correct identification into her. Yes, 
by requiring her to take down those 
very tight shorts. 


'Was that...a herring gull?' Susan 
hisses out of the corner of her 
mouth. 


Penny at her side does not answer. 
does not move, only perhaps stif- 
fening slightly iin her At Ease posi- 
tion. Because at that instant there 


is a sound behind them. Mr Calway. 
Followed by Mr Mylforth who is the 
owner of this splendid yacht, the 
Sea Maiden, their host. Susan has 
heard it now of course. Shapely 
Susan, not quite as tall as Penny 
and a little plumper, likewise stif- 
fens, legs and arms bracing. Every 
nerve now alert. He didn't hear that 
whisper, did he? 


‘Someone was talking | believe. 
Whispering.' Mr Calway is all at 
once there looming over Susan. Mr 
Calway in his frock-coated uniform, 
his peaked cap and no doubt 
also...his cane as well. His hand — 
his right hand — comes onto 
Susan's bottom in the brief, tight- 
stretched shorts. His right hand of 
course kept free for fondling or pin- 
ching your bum — or anything else 
he feels need fondling or pinching. 
'You were whispering, Susan?' 


*Uh...no...not really, Sir.’ 


Susan and Penny stand smartly At 
Ease on the forward deck of the 
Sea Maiden. It is a bright and sun- 
ny June morning with a light South- 
Westerly breeze which causes the 
well-scrubbed deck planking 
beneath their parted feet to ease 
slightly up and down. A large gull 
wheels overhead, then swoops in 
to land in the rigging some five feet 
in front of the girls. Susan’s eyes 
take it in without moving. What type 
of gull is that? They are supposed 
to know about sea birds, suppos- 
ed to have remembered what was 
in that book of Mr Calway. He could 
easily ask, and if they don’t know 
of course...if she, Susan, doesn’t 
know... 


Both girls are in T.S. Viceroy 
uniform. White short-sleeved tops 
and matching brief shorts; sailor 
caps set squarely on their heads; 
white ankle-socks and trainers. The 


tops and shorts are ultra-tight and 
form-fitting; also you don’t wear 
anything underneath, no knickers 
or bra, nothing. Nipples under the 
two tautly-stretched tops are clearly 
visible; round behind are the clefts 
of bottoms; whilst in front at the 
shorts’ brief Vs at the tops of plump 
thighs the eye can even make out 
those central vertical indentations, 
so tight are the two pairs of shorts. 
Girls at T.S.Viceroy must always 
wear uniforms as form-fitting as 
this: Mr Calway’s strict instructions. 
The shorts are so tight that it is 
always a bit of a struggle getting 
them down. And they tend to have 
to come down quite a lot; at T.S. 
Viceroy there is an awful lot of tak- 
ing down of shorts. Not to mention 
of course taking off of tops as well. 


The gull after briefly peering around 
and evidently deciding there is 
nothing for it here, takes off with a 
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۱ ? ۱ to be discussing bird life. Mr 
ነ Mylforth will think you girls are a 
regular shambles, not trained at all. 
We don't want him to think that, do 


| | we? So take your shorts right off. 
N | Let's show him how а Viceroy дігі 
Я * X i likes having her bare bottom 
1 EE. Y caned.' 
à ` ~ ፈ N \ 
A ans \ Penny’s face as she continues to 


look straight ahead goes slightly 
pink. It could so easily be her as 


۱ well of course, another second and 
ነ she would have been whispering 

back. Not that there is any 

/ \ guarantee it won’t shortly be her 


too. For something or other. Just 
hope. While standing still, erect, At 

۱ Ease, shoulders back, boobs out. 
ነ Susan she can just make out, with 
peripheral vision, is doing what she 
has to. Untying the waist tape of her 
shorts and, hot-faced, working 
them down over plump hips. Pen- 
ny stifles a squeak. Mr Calway has 
moved behind her. His hand at her 
bottom. 


Mr Mylforth's eyes of course are en- 
tirely on Susan now. As the shorts 
come down and she takes them off 
over first one trainer and then the 
other. His eyes hot on what is 
revealed. Susan. Confirmation of 
what has been pretty evident ever 
since Arnold Calway brought the 
girls on board half an hour ago: 
namely that they have nothing on 
under those shorty-shorts. Flush- 
faced Susan standing erect again. 
In just the waist-length top. To 
reveal that she is a true and ge- 
nuine blonde, the collar matches 
the cuffs. In other words the cheeky 
blonde curls around the brim of the 
flat sailor cap are repeated — in 
perhaps just a slightly darker shade 
of blonde — in the bushy fleece at 
the tops of her plump thighs. Well, 
quite naturally Eric Mylforth has 
eyes for not much else. 


Susan, without her shorts, has 
resumed the At Ease position. Her 
pretty legs precisely parted, her 
fingers linked behind her back. She 
knows the drill of course: resume 
the At Ease position until told to 
assume a being-caned position. 
Which can be bending over, knees 
straight, touching toes, or various 
others. Here on the deck of the Sea 
Maiden it could be bending over the 
rail or anything else. It could be 
kneeling on the deck, on hands and 
knees... 


Mr Calway pinches Penny's leg, 
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has done plenty of this before. 


When it is over Susan has to 
resume her position next to Penny. 
At Ease, her cap on again but her 
shorts still off and now those six 
stripes humming on her bum. Pen- 
ny catches a glimpse of Susan's 
face as she comes back: it has that 
look — of shock, of a struggle not 
to cry — that a girl has when she's 
just had a whippy cane delivered 
six times across her bottom. The 
two men are now conversing in 
lowered tones. Discussing what is 
next on the agenda no doubt. Mr 
Mylforth's crew are not on board at 
the moment, apparently they are 
due back after lunch. And in the 
meantime... 


Mr Calway is strolling back, his 
cane and cap again under his arm. 
‘Stand Easy,’ he tells the two girls. 
They are to go below. Susan will 
come with him, she can do wiith an 
exercise session he thinks. Penny 
is to go with Mr Mylforth. Mr Calway 
smiles at their host. ‘If you think she 
needs a smacking or even a touch 
of the cane, Eric, don't hesitate. 
They can't get too much of it. Can 
you, girls?’ 


No answer is expected to this little 
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and the resulting gurgling grunt 
from Susan. The typical sound 
Susan makes when the cane bites 
into her bottom, a sound familiar to 
Penny. Girls make different noises 
in their efforts not to yell out which 
of course you mustn't do, you learn 
not to do. Penny herself makes 
more of a whimpering sound. Pen- 
ny would like to shut her ears to 
these noises: the CRACK...of the 
cane as its forward motion is 
abruptly halted by a girl's soft and 
sensitive bottom, the desperate 
sounds that follow from the owner 
of the stricken rear. But at the same 
time there is a certain interest. Mr 
Mylforth. The second three. What 
he is like. 


Mr Calway of course knows how to 
cane so that you think you can't 
take it but you can, just. A very ex- 
perienced man with the cane. Mr 
Mylforth is of course an unknown 
quantity. He could possibly be more 
gentle, afraid of hurting you. 
Or...either deliberately or due to in- 
experience do something you can't 
take. He doesn't look like a sadist. 
But... 


In fact from what Penny's ears can 
judge what he does is about the 
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first one landing, the meaty contact, 


high up on the inner thigh, then 
steps back a pace. ‘Turn and face 
the starboard side, Susan. Feet 
apart and bend over, hands 
touching the deck. ІЛІ give you 
three and then perhaps Mr Mylforth 
would like to give you three as well.' 


Penny, feeling the painful pinch but 
trying to ignore it, hears a little 
gaspy squeal from Susan — 
though what Mr Calway has said is 
really no more than you would ex- 
pect. Penny won't be able to see at 
least; that is something. Susan is 
stepping over towards the rail and 
out of her vision. To face the star- 
board side, and the shore. Could 
someone see from there? With 
binoculars? The Sea Maiden is an- 
chored off-shore, round the 
headland from the harbour. But so- 
meone could see from that shore, 
those cliffs. See Susan without her 
shorts and now bending over. Her 
cap taken off and placed on the 
deck so it won't fall off. And Mr 
Calway in his navy uniform shak- 
ing the cane, getting reagy... 


CRACCK... 


Penny continues to stare straight 
ahead. Hearing the sound of the 
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her shorts off. It'll be an excuse and 
he really wants to, she can see that 
in his eyes. 'Uh...No Mr Mylforth. 
We have our cots. And raincoats.' 


'But...no...no...underwear? 
Nothing...under here?' The hand 
grips tighter. 


Penny shakes her head, chestnut 
curls bobbing round the sailor cap. 
Her self-control is being tested to 
the limit. ‘What about boyfriends?’ 
Mr Mylforth changing tack. Into a 
direction not unrelented to his 
hand’s activity though. ‘Have you 
gpi 2 boyfriend? Can you get to see 
іт?” 


'Yes. Sometimes.' Keep looking 
straight ahead. Which means into 
Mr Mylforth's face...but not focuss- 
ing on it. He laughs. 'Not often 
though? Not often enough I expect. 
Eh? A girl can get frustrated | 
should think. Eh Cadet Milbury?' 


Penny says 'No Sir.' Mr Mylforth's 
hand is squeezing her. Squeezing 
Penny's pussy. Naturally you can't 
really ignore that sort of thing 
however much you try. Her reply is 
not true of course. You cn get very 
frustrated indeed. And there are 


ny Milbury?' 


Penny stands At Ease; feet apart, 
shoulders back, hands behind her 
back. 'Yes Sir.' Is he going to make 
her take her shorts off? 


Mr Mylforth's hand comes out. To 
slide over Penny's thrust-out 
boobs. “Is this...how you girls 
always have to be? Nothing under 
the uniform?’ His fingers play with 
a nipple through the thin cotton. 
Penny says ‘Yes Sir.’ The hand 
slides down. She can guess where 
it is going but doesn’t move. Well, 
only a slight flinching. Viceroy train- 
ing. Self-control. The hand does 
what she has expected. Cups the 
crotch of the skin-tight shorts. Pen- 
ny suppresses a squeak. Mr 
Mylforth's face looks even hotter. 
Perhaps he doesn't normally have 
girls, she was wrong about that 
caning, thinking he was used to do- 
ing it. 


‘What...if it’s cold? Or raining. You 
might...ha-ha...catch pneumonia.’ 


Ignore the hand. And don’t move. 
He knows you’re not supposed to 
move, not At Ease or Attention. If 
she moves Mr Mylforth will have 


quip. To Susan he says, ‘Pick up 
your shorts but don’t put them on. 
| don’t think we’ll need them on for 
the moment.’ 


Down below they separate, Penny 
and Mr Mylforth going forward, the 
other two aft. Penny feels her pulse- 
rate accelerating. She is going in- 
to the unknown. Mr Calway can be 
pretty awful but by now you know 
what to expect, but Mr Mylforth...He 
pushes her forward with his hand 
at her bottom. Saying some jokey 
thing that Penny doesn’t catch. His 
voice sounds excited. They go in- 
to a cabin which has a table and 
two bunks. Through the porthole is 
the shimmering blue sea. Mr 
Mylforth is closing the door. 


He takes off his cap, puts it on the 
table, then turns to Penny. He 
grins. Mr Mylforth’s face is hot look- 
ing. ‘Well, perhaps you should take 
your shorts off first of all, Penny. 
That seems to be the order of the 
day, eh?’ 


Penny flushes. Is that an order? 
Whatever Mr Mylforth wants of 
course she'll have to do. He comes 
closer. ‘Stand At Ease, Cadet 


Milbury. That’s right, isn’t it: Pen- 


Takes hold of the bottom of her tee- 
shirt and pulls it right up, to uncover 
Penny's boobs. They are not quite 
as big as Susan's but nice one all 
right, pert and firm. 'Very nice, 
Cadet Milbury. Mmm?' Mr 
Mylforth's hand tweaks first one 
bared nipple and then the other. 
'And Cadet Milbury...doesn't get 
frustrated. Mmmm...?' 


Penny makes a gaspy gurling 
sound. Mr Mylforth's hand has 
come down...to her pussy again. To 
the neat chestnut-brown bush. His 
hand cupping it. 'How often...do 
you see that boyfriend...Penny...?' 


She gasps ‘Not...too often.’ And 
then is being pulled down over Mr 
Mylforth’s lap. Face down, her bare 
hips across his smart white 
trousers. The sailor cap falls from 
Penny’s head and rolls across the 
red carpet to come to rest in a patch 
of shimmering sunlight. Mr 
Mylforth’s hand is at the silky flesh 
of Penny’s bottom, and the backs 
of her thighs. And then...she lets 
out a low whimpering sound...as it 
slide in between her legs. 


‘Not very often, Penny? Well that 
must leave a girl frustrated.’ His 


just the one whispering.’ 


Penny experiences a hot surge of 
indignation at this. When she never 
opened her mouth! ‘PI...please...| 
didn’t. Really, Mr Mylforth.’ But Mr 
Mylforth doesn’t want to know. 
What he does want to do is to get 
her shorts off. 


‘Well maybe,’ he says amiably. ‘We 
won’t aruge. But we will have them 
off. Mmm?’ He is sitting down on 
one of the bunks. ‘Come on.’ 


There is nothing for it. Penny’s 
hands go to the waistband of her 
shorts, to untie the tape. It’s always 
worse when you haven’t done 
anything but of course that is not 
a unique feeling, Mr Calway is cer- 
tainly capable of caning you for 
nothing. She struggles the tight 
shorts down. He wants them right 
off of course. Maybe it will only be 
a spanking — although that will be 
bad enough, Mr Mylforth is clearly 
intending to enjoy himself. 


‘Stand up straight then. Come 
closer. Then At Ease.’ The shorts 
are off. Red-faced Penny steps for- 
ward, to stand At Ease close in front 
of Mr Mylforth. ‘Nice,’ he says. 


plenty of people around at T.S. 
Viceroy more than happy to do 
something about it even though 
they're not supposed to. The Bos'n; 
just about all the Instructors. Not Mr 
Calway of course, he’s not in- 
terested; Mr Calways’ interests are 
the cane and exercise work-outs 
that leave you half dead. Viceroy 
Cadets must be fit. As well as 
disciplined. The cane and a work- 
out. One followed by the other. 
Either way round. Sometimes the 
cane then a work-out and then the 
cane again. Which could be what 
Susan is getting right now. Mr 
Mylforth though...Peny can sense 
that Mr Mylforth is interested in the 
other all right. His hand doing what 
it is doing...and those hot eyes... 


The hand does now come away. Mr 
Mylforth steps back. ‘Good. Well 
anyway, shall we have the shorts 
off now? Mr Calway did mention the 
possibility of a spanking. Or even 
the cane. Your pretty colleague has 
taken it on her bottom — and may 
even be taking a second dose right 
now. For whispering during drill. 
With pretty Penny getting off scot- 
free, eh? But in my experience, 
Penny dear, when there is whisper- 
ing amongst girls it is hardly ever 


have their shorts back on now of 
course, they are going into the lit- 
tle port and so have to look respec- 
table. Or as respectable as you can 
hope to look in a T.S. Viceroy out- 
fit, skin-tight and with clearly 
nothing underneath. It is not very 
nice having to walk about in a 
public place in a Viceroy uniform 
but that is what it will shortly be with 
quite possibly a lot of gawping 
tourists about. 


‘I should like to see them rowing 
though,’ Mr Mylforth adds. ‘See 
their muscles working.’ He reaches 
to squeeze Penny’s upper arm. || 
bet Penny’s got some really lovely 
muscles.’ He laughs at his little 
joke. ‘Eh Penny? Muscles all over 
| expect.’ The hand drops down to 
her thigh, this time very close to 
Penny's groin. 


"They are supposed to be fit,’ Mr 
Calway says. 'Although of course 
girls tend to be slackers and won't 
exercise unless you make them. 
These two are no exception ٣ػ‎ 
afraid.’ 


“Won't exercise!’ My Mylforth ex- 
claims. Sliding his hand in between 
the tops of Penny's thighs. ‘Oh 
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Mylforth's hand pats her bare thigh, 
hot in the bright sun. 'It would have 
taken a rather long time.’ 


They are heading out from the Sea 
Maiden towards the shore in Mr 
Mylforth's small motorboat. He is 
referring to his dingy which it had 
been suggested the two girls could 
row to shore. Both of them heaved 
sighs of relief when that idea was 
abandoned. The distance must be 
more than a quarter of a mile. It had 
been Mr Calway's idea but he had 
accepted that it could take rather 
a long time and they might be late 
for lunch. He was keen for them to 
do some hard rowing though. 
‘Perhaps after lunch then. And on 
a day like this they could strip off, 
down to their socks and caps.’ 


Mr Calway is quite capable of car- 
rying out that threat but for the mo- 
ment they are skimming over the 
shimmery blue surface in the 
motorboat, Penny sitting next to Mr 
Mylforth at the wheel and Susan 
with mr Calway amidships. It is still 
a beautiful day, the sun beating 
down out of a clear sky as it was 
earlier when Susan had to take her 
shorts off and get that caning on the 
Sea Maiden for’ard deck. Both girls 


hand is doing it. Wanking her. Pen- 
ny splutters out ‘No....please...’ but 
naturally to no avail. ‘Come on, 
Penny dear,’ the low, excited voice 
says. ‘I’m sure you need it...’ 


She can’t stop him and Penny can’t 
help herself. Mr Mylforth is doing 
it and she is responding. A girl can't 
help herself responding. Her hips, 
with a will of their own, bucking and 
surging. Penny doesn't take long to 
come, hardly any time at all, 
although she doesn't want to, it is 
awful having to like this. Spread- 
legged over a man's lap. But she 
comes, she can't help herself, with 
an urgent high-pitched wail. 


As soon as she has come and 
without giving her any time to 
recover Mr Mylforth is spanking 
her. Hard, crisp spanks to Penny's 
quivering bottom, to the backs of 
her now slack thighs. Like this, right 
after a girl has come, when she's 
just sliding down from that 
desperate peak, a spanking is a 
really diabolical thing. It is like dy- 
ing a thousand deaths. 


* * * 


‘Yes | think so, Penny dear.’ Mr 


— but that threesome is now not far 
away. They can plainly see Susan 
is up on the cannon although 
possibly not yet, with Mr Calway 
and Mr Mylforth standing close, 
that she has no shorts on. They are 
going to see though; it is clear to 
Penny that they must see. 


They do see. This youngish couple 
with their son, on holiday clearly, 
they do see because Susan is still 
up on the cannon when they reach 
the Viceroy contingent. Susan is 
panicking and attempting to get 
down at the same time. With the 
result that she shows a lot more 
than she otherwise might. 
Everything in fact. Mr Calway 
possibly does not wish this com- 
plete public display but there is 
nothing he can really do at this 
point. The boy’s mouth and eyes 
gape wide — not surprisingly 
because at that age you do not nor- 
mally get a full and unimpeded view 
of everything an 18 year old girl 
has. His father gazes with the same 
intensity because even if you have . 
seen it before, ۷۵.6 mother 
turns away in shock. 


How awful for poor Susan! 


Mr Calway naturally says it is all 
Susan's fault, she could easily have 
got down before those people got 
close. She was deliberately making 
an exhibition of herself. Poor 
Susan, with her shorts now back on 
and the startled-eyed trio who had 
had that amazing show now mov- 
ed on, was in tears. The awfulness 
of it and in addition what Mr Calway 
was going on to say — as of course 
he would — that she would certain- 
ly have to have a good caning after 
that. 'As soon as convenient after 
lunch,’ he said. 


What had happened and Mr 
Calway's promise was enough to 
completely spoil Susan's appetite 
for her fish-and-chip lunch. Penny 
was also apprehensive about what 
the afternoon might bring — not to 
mention the evening, and the night 
on board the Sea Maiden, and іп-. 
deed the whole of the rest of the 
two day cruise planned to start later 
this afternoon. For one thing Mr 
Calway said he was going to make 
them exercise on deck in the nude 
(apart from socks and trainers) with 
the Sea Maiden crew watching. But 
in spite of all this in prospect Pen- 
ny wasn't put off her food. However 
awful things were you had to keep 
your strength up. 


barrel. This position spreads her 
thighs wide, threatening to stretch 
the already tautly stretched shorts 
beyond the point of no return. - 
Susan watches nervously, wonder- 
ing if Penny's shorts are going to 
split in two, a sudden ripping 
sound, to reveal the pink of Penny's 
bare bottom in a gaping split. A 
family group has stopped to watch 
the action and quite possibly they 
are wondering the same thing. Mr 
Calway squeezes Susan's arm. 
‘Your turn next,’ he tells her. 


Penny is told to arch her back, stick 
out her chest. Stick her tits out that 
means. Mr Mylforth moves around, 
getting shots from various angles. 
Somehow the severely strained stit- 
ching in the rear of Penny's shorts 
doesn't give way. She at last is 
allowed to climb down, red-faced 
and shaky-legged. The grinning 
family now move off. No one else 
is for the moment in the immediate 
vicinity. Would you like Susan with 
her shorts off?' Mr Calway asks. 


Susan gives a shocked yelp. 
Realising that he is serious. Mr 
Calway ignores her of course. 1 
think we could. Come on, Susan. 
Get them off.’ 


Susan looks frantically round. Fur- 
ther along the sun-drenched front 
there are figures approaching. Not 
close at the moment, but...‘Please 
Sir...’ she hisses. 


‘Get 'em off,’ Mr Calway barks. ‘Or 
ІІ take them off and make you 
parade up and downt he front in 
just your top.’ 


Penny is looking on with awed 
fascination. The very thought of it 
makes you feel slightly sick. What 
she had to do was bad enough, 
but...no shorts!! 


Susan is unhappily taking off her 
shorts. Those people are coming 
closer at a fair pace. She begins to 
move more urgently, her only hope 
being to perhaps get it over with 
before that couple with the boy get 
close. 


Penny’s eyes widen as Susan 
climbs up — with help, perhaps 
unwelcome, from Mr Mylforth. 
Susan’s thighs momentarily spread 
wide...and then she is up. Bare 
thighs clasping the naked metal — 
and even more intimate parts of 
Susan in intimate contact too. Mr 
Mylforth is clicking away like mad 
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deaf. That can call for the cane | 
imagine.’ 


Mr Mylforth says yes. In his cabin 
he has just given Susan a couple 
more with his cane. After putting 
her through a killing exercise 
routine. penny hasn’t had the cane 
at least, just that breath-stopping 
spanking over Mr Mylforth’s lap — 
not to mention that other diabolical 
business. Neither girl however im- 
agines that their ordeals are over 
for the day. 


There are lots of people to be seen 
when а little later they enter the har- 
bour. Susan and Penny exchange 
rueful glances. No doubt there will 
be plenty of girls and young women 
around in brief bikinis but somehow 
the Viceroy outfit always seems 
briefer, more revealing, even than 
the briefest bikini. And it is true, as 
soon as they are out of the boat and 
on dry land the two Viceroy Cadets 
are the immediate object of 
everyone's attention. Grins and gig- 
gles. Young boys exclaiming, 'Cor 
look at that! Look at 'er bum in 
those shorts!’ Everyone it seems 
and especially every man, every 
boy, is staring at them. At these two 
pretty girls, blonde and brunette, in 
their sailor caps with their shapely 
figures almost nuder than nude in 


the skin-tight and ultra-brief T.S. 


. Viceroy uniforms. 


Mr Calway doesn't mind of course, 
having to walk with everyone star- 
ing at them, with small boys and 
youths leering and making com- 
ments, is good training. Self-control 
and discipline. 'Don't slouch,' he 
tells them. ‘Keep those shoulders 
back.' 


In fact he says there is no hurry, it 
is early for lunch and they can walk 
around for a bit. To prolong his two 
Cadets embarrassment no doubt. 
Towards the end of the front there 
is an old ship's cannon set up on 
a plinth and pointing out over the 
harbour. Mr Mylforth who has his 
camera with him says he would like 
a shot of Penny sitting astride the 
cannon. He laughs. 'Perhaps 
without her shorts, eh?' 


That is a joke although not a very 
funny one to Penny. Both men 
laugh of course. Mr Calway says, 
‘Yes. That'd make a nice shot.’ But 
itis impossible, thankfully, there are 
people strolling by. It is bad enough 
as it is: Penny having to clamber up 
and get her legs astride the gun 
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“What, she an indoor plant 
enthusiast?’ 


‘No. I don’t know. It was one of 
those yellow whippy canes..you 
know...like they use in schools.’ 


‘That’s impossible. What the hell 
would she want a cane for?’ 


“There's only one reason senior 
sisters want canes,' Cheryl replied 
in an exasperated tone. 


"You must be barmy. Florence 
Nightingale days are over. It's all 
reports to the senior now,' Sonia 
lay back and again her delightful 
titties responded to gravity 
although the soft curves still 
managed to thrust up roundly. 


‘And...and what makes you think 
that the new sister will want to use 
the cane for punishment?’ Sonia 
had to ask. 


She was not sure whether Cheryl 
was pulling her leg or not...there * 
was still that area of doubt that 
Cheryl the prankster was trying it 


23 


ا 


= 
ኩን 


% " 


“Well, what's she like?’ blonde, at- 
tractive and all blue eyes Sonia ask- 
ed her colleague. 


‘A bit stern. She did not smile once 
all the time I was helping her into 
her quarters,’ Cheryl announced. 


"All sisters can be stern. But per- 
sonality...what's she like?' 


‘Not a bit like Sister Denby,’ Cheryl 
replied referring to the easy going 
sister that had just departed. 'I 
don't think this one will be so le- 
nient with us.' 


"Tell you something,’ Cheryl cast 
her eyes in a quick sideways glance 
towards her flat mate...'I was help- 
ing her unpack and when I remov- 
ed her uniforms from her 
саве...І...І saw a cane!" 


Sonia responded with a look of in- 
credulous misbehlief and then 
turned onto her side and lifted 
herself onto one elbow. This did 
wonders for her bared breasts, 
which instantly changed position 
as she just lay there looking at 
Cheryl as though trying to fathom 
whether her flat mate was on a leg 
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“Because she told me outright that 
if I proved to be one of those 
nurses that upset the regular good 
order of things then I would most 
certainly get that cane across my 
bottom. It made me feel all sham- 
ed and embarrassment,' a delicate 
shiver rippled through her body. 


"Cheryl; you're pulling my leg. No 
senior can make that sort of threat. 
She'd be out on her ear before she 
even started,' Sonia tried to com- 
promise the situation thoughtfully. 


‘If you don’t believe me why don't 
you go over to her quarters and 
find out for yourself?’ 


‘I can't very well just introduce 
myself as one of her staff nurses 
and ask her outright can I? 'Excuse 
me Sister do you have a cane that 
you intend to use on our bottoms'.' 


*Oh I can't stand it when you are 
stupid, Sonia,’ Cheryl showed that 
she was getting trite and cross. 


Both girls were pleased to leave the 
cane question well alone. They had 
the whole day off before duty the 
following day. Cheryl was a senior 
nurse and Sonia was the fully fledg- 
ed staff nurse. They both worked 
on the same ward and they shared 
nurses quarters. That they were 
very close colleagues was obvious. 
Their whole environment demand- 
ed some tactfulness for them to be 
in each others company for such 
long periods. The only thing they 
did not share were boyfriends! 


Immediately before duty the 
following morning, the new senior 
sister spoke to the three ward 
sisters under her administration 
and then had the experienced 
nurses in her office. 


‘I should not have to lecture you 
on your mode of work in the 
wards. I do not stand for slackness 
in any quarter. Cleanliness, pristine 
cleanliness,’ she emphasised, ‘will 
be maintained at all times.’ She 
gave a direct look at Cheryl and 
this made Cheryl blush for no ac- 
countable reason. ‘There is at least 
one of you who knows my method 
of promoting discipline in your 
work and doubtless she has manag- 
ed to let others know. Any 
slackness, in anything at all, and 
the culprit will find it most difficult 
to sit down for a few hours. Do I 


make myself clear?' her sharp word 
snapping lecture left them in no 
doubt at all. There were one or two 
slightly audible gasps, but the 
nurses as a whole nodded their 
heads. Every one of them had a red 
face when they were eventually 
despatched to their wards. 


'Bloody cheek, Sonia seethed. 
'How dare she threaten us like 
that.’ 


‘What you going to do about 
it..write to Daddy?’ Cheryl had that 
‘I told you so,’ look on her face. 


‘I might just do that,’ Sonia said 
resolutely. ‘She is most certainly 
NOT and I repeat, she is NOT 
under any circumstances going to 
use a cane cn my bottom.’ 


"You remind me of the tenet where 
a duck blows off against the wind.’ 


"That's as may be. But the first sug- 
gestion she makes of using that evil 
thing on me and I promise you this 
place will not stand the aftermath,’ 
Sonia had great faith in her father 
being a committee member of the 
governors even though he did live 
miles from the place. 


A whole week passed and the 
business of the cane gradually slip- 
ped into a sub conscious non- 
entity. Sonia and Cheryl were on 
night duty and Sonia was pleased 
to be working the nocturnal shift. 


'At least we don't have the dragon 
to worry about,' Sonia declared. 


‘I think she is too attractive to be 
a dragon,' Cheryl argued. 


‘Oh she's attractive in a way, I sup- 
pose, Sonia agreed grudgingly; 
‘but she's still an ogress for all that.’ 


Super Doctor Wayne was on call 
and he made his round at two 
o'clock. He was a blade and he had 
a roving eye for shapely nurses, 
especially nurses stacked like 
Sonia! They passed pleasantries and 
then Sonia and he were in the small 
annexe set off the side of the ward. 


"Don't sit there,' he smiled and pat- 
ted his lap as an alternative. She 
smiled back and cheekily squatted 
on his knees. Arms were soon 
round his neck and his own hands 
started to explore the upper ter- 
ritory of her tapering thighs. Sonia 
felt the fingers and parted her legs 
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to show him that she was available 
for some serious petting...he had 
clever fingers! They were stoking 
up the fires inside her body and she 
desperately wished they were in 
her own room back at the quarters. 
Sonia was getting into the dreamy 
state of ‘more...more...oh yes, that 
is lovely,’ when the whole world 
seemed to screw up all around her. 


It was impossible that the sister 
should make rounds when she had 
no business being on duty. But 
whether she had duty business or 
not, she had walked in on a very 
interesting scene. Staff Nurse Sonia, 
in charge of the ward because there 
was no other sister to take over had 
been blatantly showing off her legs 
and up those legs had been a doc- 
tors arm and hand...it had been a 
most flagrant display of sex and 
obscenity, the sister had said. 


Its curtains for me, Sonia told 
herself. Oh Lord, what have I done. 
That Doctor Wayne and his master- 
ful way with her body. And to be 
discovered like that by the dragon? 
She was still blushing furiously the 
following morning. 


Goodbye job...goodbye all that 


‘And do you accept?’ 


Y...yes, sister,’ she squirmed. 
“What do you accept?’ sister rubb- 
ed it in. 

‘A caning...’ Sonia shivered 
inwardly. 


‘A caning...a caning?’ sister was ap- 
parently in a sneering mood. 


"Yes, sister,’ she fought to make 
herself say the words. ‘A can- 
ing...on my...on my bottom,’ the 
words almost choked her. 


"That's better. And a little discipline 
training as well.' 


"Whatever you decide sister,' Sonia 
felt the terrible fusion of knots in 
her tummy.' 


'Let me see. You have three days 
off after this night duty, right?’ 


Yes Sister. 
‘Then I will see you on the first day 


after you have had a night's 
rest...you are fortunate enough in 
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of impression would you have 
presented as a staff nurse wearing 
a uniform that you should be 
ashamed to be wearing now. I 
think you are revolting to let 
yourself get so carried away in 
public places, and make no mistake 
your annexe is as public as the rest 
of the ward.' Even Sonia had to 
agree that sister was speaking 
sense; but she did not want this 
business of being fired; not only 
from the hospital but also from the 
profession itself. 


m...I’m truly very, very sorry,’ 
Sonia’s eyes welled up with tears 
of her shame at being so 
defenceless in her argument. 


‘It’s because I think you are a good 
nurse that I am prepared to make 
the alternative offer, Sonia was 
surprised that the offer came so 
easily! 


Y...yes, sister,’ her voice was quite 
hushed, almost in reverence! 


‘You know what I mean?’ sister’s 
mouth twisted sadonically. 


Y...yes, sister,’ even more hushed. 


training. And what do I tell Dad- 
dy? Oh crap. She would have to tell 
him. It would all be there in a 
report to the governors!! 


Sonia knew she would have to cir- 
cumvent the morning report to the 
Head of Staff that the sister would 
write. She would have to eat hum- 
ble pie and try to see sister before 
she went on duty. 


Sister Stanton was just finishing the 
professional touches to her appar- 
rel for the day when Sonia knock- 
ed on the door. She called out for 
the nurse to come in. 


‘Oh. It’s Miss Oversexed Farrow,’ 
sister sneered in contempt. 


‘Please sister...I’m ever so sorry,’ 
Sonia was ready to burst into tears. 


The senior woman said nothing. 
Not a word. At first. 


‘You listen to me,’ she then started. 
‘That could have been any one of 
the walking patients. It could have 
been security. It could have been 
2 junior nurse. It could have been 
anybody. Anybody at all. What sort 


‘Lift your skirt.’ 


Sonia, mouth dry and fingers 
trembling in fear for her person 
and the humiliation of her position, 
slowly lifted the uniform skirt. 
Sister Stanton smiled at the half 
hearted response. The skirt reveal- 
ed now that Sonia was wearing 
white stockings and a black 
suspender belt. She also wore tight 
fitting panty knickers. 


"Higher you silly girl, get your skirt 
higher.’ 


It was obvious that Sonia was mak- 
ing only half hearted attempts to 
show an obedient attitude. The 
hem of the skirt rested half way up 
the moons of her panty covered 
behind and also it was not held 
straight rather diagonally. 


Sonia turned her head and gave the 
sister a begging look but inched the 
skirt a lot higher until the whole of 
the garment covering her superbly 
rounded bottom was exposed. 


‘Bend over hands on the cushion,’ 
sister directed. 


Oh Lord. I did not think it would 
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credit she had made every effort to 
present herself at her best. Crisp 
and properly turned out in every 
way. She walked into the room 
when she was told to do so. Sister 
too was immaculately attired. Her 
day off and she still wore a 
uniform. And of course, there was 
that cane in evidence. It added to 
the butterflies in Sonia’s tummy 
and she felt her nates clench 
together just looking at the instru- 
ment. It certainly appeared very 
purposeful and Sonia saw that it 
had been placed in the centre of the 
table. At the sight of it, her face 
blushed copiously. And she 
fidgeted. 


Sister nodded her head satisfactori- 
ly...she seemed pleased that Sonia 
had taken trouble to present herself 
at her very best. A chair, made of 
cane also was placed towards the 
long window. There was a cushion 
in the chair and it was this cushion 
that was going to bear Sonia’s 
knees when sister directed her to 
do so. 


When sister told her to stand 
against the chair seat, Sonia felt her 
whole being sinking faster and 
faster. 


as much as I have a few days off 
too.’ 


Lord in heaven help us, Sonia 
thought. How long is she going to 
punish me for? 


‘And your very best uniform,’ sister 
added. 


“Thank...thank you sister,’ Sonia 
was suffering the two conflicting 
emotions now. One was relief and 
the other was dread! 


She had not slept too badly despite 
the dreaded sentence hanging over 
her. She had considered that she 
had got away with it rather lightly 
all taken into account. She would 
never feel comfortable whenever 
she met the sister after this, but at 
least she still had her job and there 
would be no written blemish on 
her record. Sonia was honest 
enough to accept that she had been 
very foolish. For a nurse in charge 
of a ward to get herself involved 
in that sort of situation was beyond 
belief. 


For the second time since she had 
met sister Stanton she was knock- 
ing on the apartment door. To her 
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wriggling from side to side and 
even thrusting backwards and for- 
wards like a well oiled and precise 
piston. 


Swish and thwack! Swish and 
thwack! Both sounds allied to each 
other and after each stroke the un- 
disguised eruption of resulting 


` Stinging pain from Sonia’s mouth. 


Gasping surprise that there could 


: be so much excrutiating sensations 


released on her bottom and also the 
sheer force of the fire heat 
radiating іп steady rythms across 
her shapely buttocks. 


Six. That wretched number had 
been. reached at last! 


Sonia’s body was now making 
agitated movements that would 
have delighted a dance teacher. 
Her bum writhed and her feet 
danced, hopped up and down. The 
sensation in her bottom was throb- 
bing in an agonising state of sheer 
hell. Forgotten was the fact that she 
was bare arsed; forgotten was the 
reason why she was here at all. On- 
ly one thing filled her mind and 
that was this distressing state of her 
bottom. Never had she been so` 
aware of her nether region. She felt 
that.she would never be able to 
touch her backside ever again. It 
was just too pain filled for words. 


“Kneel on the chair.’ 


"Whaaaatt...pardon,' she could not 
believe her ears. 


‘Kneel on the chair,’ this time the 
command was stern and crisp. It 
just had to be obeyed. 


Sonia was wailing now. Her mouth 
Was opening and a cacaphony of 
ound was protesting that she just 
Could not take any more. Then 
sister was pressing down on her 
; the small of her back and 
Sonia felt the rotund moons of her 
bottom thrusting back further and 
further to make them even more at- 
tractively presented than before. 


With Sonia kneeling half upright, 
her arms resting on the chair back, 
she was able to make her bottom 
really roundly thrust back... 


"The next six...for the next part,' 
sister warned her as the cane 
whistled yet again. Sonia had the 
distinct impression that this would 
not be the final six either...just 
before her mouth opened and she 
yelled again. 


long waves of eddying intensity as 
she remained bending; 
waiting...just waiting. She did not 
want to feel the sting of the stick 
but it was almost as bad just hav- 
ing to bend her curvacious torso 
for this very purpose. The swish of 
the cane was an enhancement of 
the humiliation as far as Sonia was 
concerned. That terrible sound! It 
was a swishing abrupt sound of 
wood; thin wood arching through 
the air and it was aimed at aonly 
one target. Her bum! And then 
there was that stinging contact 
when the target was reached. It 
flashed down onto the cheeks and 
then wrapped round the side of her, 
right nate to flick further degrading > 
anger on the full roundness. 


“Yeeeeooow!’ 


Her feet lifted one at a time as she 
automatically reacted to the terri- 
ble pain line now striped across 
both cheeks. Clenching her bottom 
tiightly had been forgotten. There 
had been no choice as to how her 
bottom would behave now. It 
unclenched, then tightened again. 
The nates seemed to take on a twit- 
ching reaction as the second stroke 
landed barely an inch fromt he first 
and her vocal response was in- 
creased to a higher pitch than the 
first. Her feet responded quicker 
too as she danced with the extreme 
discomfort of pain now filling both 
nates..and the twitching increased 
too. The third and fourth strokes 
incited her bottom to start a 
writhing motion. In quick thrusting 
from.side to side of her hips, her 
striped behind exhibited a macabra 
dance as sheer sensations of ex- 


 crutiating intensity started to flood 


through her. 


That was tour, she half sobbed to 
herself. There were two more. In 
this position! 


“0000...please...Sister...no more... 
please,’ she yelped as she attemp- 
ted to stand up. 


‘Bend over,’ sister’s voice was 
something that just had to be 
obeyed. Sonia did not want to bend 
over. Bending over presented her 
bottom for more caning and she 
did not want the cane; she did not 
want to do anything that mght 


enhance her torso into a state of . 


further pain. But the situation 
demanded that she accept the cane 
and also the authority of the 
sister..and she was once again, 


bending, her striped cheeks still — 


be as shameful as this, the hapless 
Sonia inwardly cringed as she push- 
ed her palms onto the cushion seat. 
She felt the material of her panties | 
tighten noticeable as the skin of her 
bottom also tautened. She was still 
pulling the nates tightly together 
despite the fact that they were ful- 
ly covered. Her ankles and legs 
were pressed tightly too. Then she 
did not know why she was surpris- 
ed, but sister was dragging her pan- 
ties down! Oh no...no...not my 
bare bum!! She's going to cane me 
on my bare bottom!! This was even 
more humiliating than she could 
ever envisage. A soft protesting, 
pleading even, moan came from 
her soft mouth. Then her panties 
were stretched like a white band of 
cloth below the moons themselves. 
This was ten times worse than 
awful. To be bending like this, the 
rounded orbs of her bottom fully 
exposed and properly stretched for 
sister to study and to keep like that 
as long as she liked. 


‘Six,’ sister said the one word that 
indicated the number. 


Cripes! Six strokes! That may not 
be too bad. 


'In this position,' sister spoke in 
that tone that suggested that six: 
was purely for starters. 


‘Oh please, sister...please...not too 
hard, Sonia just did not know 
what to say. So she begged; and 
prayed. 


I'm twenty one years of age and I 
am. bending over for a caning as 
though I am a naughty schoolgirl. 
This is ridiculous and yet 1 have no 
choice whatsoever. I wish the 
ground would open up and 
swallow me. I have never felt so 
ashamed in all my life. 


Sonia jumped when she felt sister's 
hand on the smooth creamy sur- 
face of her skin. She had not ex- 
pected to feel a hand...certainly not 
a soft caressing hand. She had been : 
prepared for pain; or rather she had 
expected only to feel pain but her 
bottom certainly responded > 
physically when sister caressed the 
skin in a preparatory investigation 
of the bottom's ability to take the 
stringent caning she intended to 
give it. 


Sonia clenched the cheeks as tight 
as she could when she felt the cane 
resting on the balls of her backside. 
The shame seemed to increase in 
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simply because there were starting 
and had to know what it felt like. 
Jill knew what it felt like all right 
as now, still gasping for breath, she 
struggled the skin-tight shorts up 
over her humming bottom. She 
was gasping, with intermittent sobs 
as well. She had had it on her two 
hands but most of all Jill had had 
it on her poor bottom. She tried to 
answer Mr Marks but proper words 
wouldn't come out. 
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He had only just finished caning 
her. Lying over the stool in the 
Correction Room, her head down 
almost at floor level, her squirm- 
ing, desperately clenching bottom 
up over the stool. Jill's introduc- 
tory caning, which all girls had 
from Mr Marks as soon as they 
started their course of Domestic 
Training. Not because they had 
done anything at this point but 
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After Mr Marks had finished with 
Jill he told her to go back to her 
room. He would send up her room- 
mate, Samantha, who would fill 
Jillin on the general routine etc. 
The evening meal was at 7.30. At 
7 o'clock Jill was to go and see Mr 
Fitcham who will be her tutor. 
'Have you got that? Mr Marks 
asked. 
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sufficiently short that it barely 
covered the knickers. Apart from 


: this change the top was the same, 


as Samantha said, as were the knee · 
socks and shoes. In Jill's head of 
course was the thought that she 
was going to be caned again. 
Because why else would Mr Fit- 
cham bring her here? Like Mr 
Marks, Mr Fitcham didn't give the 
impression of being a monster; he 
was ordinary looking and had a 
sort of jokey, teasing way of talk- 
ing. But that didn't mean he wasn't 
planning to give another good hard 
caning. Like Mr Marks. A caning 
that will make her feel she is about 
to rocket out into orbit. 


They are in the Correction Room 
and Mr Fitcham has closed the 
door. Jill wants to scream: Please, 
please. Not the cane again. ГИ . 
do anything... Would she do 
anything? What Mr Canber and the 
gardener apparently want, and Mr 
Fitcham...Samantha wouldn't say, 
or didn't know, about Mr Fitcham. 
If he was interested...in that. 
Would she? 


"Take your knickers down, Jill,’ Mr 
Fitcham is saying. 'And lift your 
skirt up. Let me have a look at you. 
Mr Marks caned you earlier I 
imagine.” ` 


“Yes...yes sir...” Mr Fitcham has sat 
down in the armchair. and Jill has 
scrabbled her knickers down. Stan- 
ding close in front of him she bun- 
ches the little skirt up round her 
waist. Mr Fitcham turns her, so that 
Jill’s bare bottom is in front ‘of him. 
His hand fondles it. 


‘Did you enjoy that then, Jill? Hav- 
ing it caned?’ 

‘No Sir...Nooo....’ 

Mr Fitcham makes a 'Mmmmnm...' 
sound. His hand is playing with her. 
bare bottom which still shows the 
marks of Mr Marks' caning. And she 
can still feel the caning. 'It's 
necessary though, Jill,’ says the soft 
voice. ‘You do understand that?’ 


She gasps out. ‘Yes sir... Mr Fit- 
cham lets go and tells her to turn 
round. Jill shuffles round to face 
him, still holding her skirt high. Mr 
Fitcham’s eyes focus on her pussy, 
on the thick bush of curling-brown 
hair. The hand which has been 
playing with her bottom comes out 
again. Takes hold of Jill's pussy. 
5 Жез knees tremble. 


of course. ‘He said...it would help 
if I was friendly.’ 
Samantha made a face. ‘Yes, he 


does say that. Mr Tadley, he’s the 
gardener, he is the same. If you let 
them screw you they can put ina 
good word with Mr Marks or one 
of the others. But Mr Marks doesn’t 
take advice from the chauffeur or 
his gardener, does һе?” | 


It seemed very likely that he didn’t. 
Jill shook her head. ‘Mind you,’ 
Samantha went on, ‘there’s the 
other side to it. They can get you 
into trouble if they feel like it, so 
you get extra canings. So it’s best 
to be a bit...well, pleasant. I mean 
not worry too much about a few 
gropes here and there. That doesn’t 
hurt you, does it.’ 


Jill didn’t answer that. She had had 
another sudden, unpleasant 
thought. “Wh...what about...Mr 
Marks and the others. The tutors. 
They don’t want to...?’ 


Samantha shook her head. ‘Mr 
Marks is not interested. You've 
already found out what he's in- 
terested in. Caning the 'daylights 
out of you, that's what. And the 
others...’ Linda shrugged. “Who's 
your tutor? Mr Fitcham? Oh well, 
Mr Fitcham...He likes caning too of 
course. But also I'd say...’ But 
Samantha wouldn't say. ‘I don't see 
much of Mr Fitcham. You'll just 
have to find-out, won't you Jill. 
And you're to see him before sup- 
per. Yes?’ 


Jill shivered. Mr Fitcham could be 
worse than Mr Marks. If that was 
possible. Samantha said, ‘We have 
to change for supper. We have to 
wear a skirt, not these short. And 
knickers. The same top. You'd bet- 
ter change before you go to see Mr 
Fitcham.' She grinned. 'He'll want 
you. for the whole half hour, you 
can bet on that.' 


At five minutes past seven Jill was 
back in the Correction Room. Less 
than an hour after she'd left it 
following that truly awful first can- 
ing. She was back...with Mr Fit- 
cham now. 'I think we'll adjourn 
to the Correction Room,' he said 
after no more than a couple of 
minutes in his room. 


Jill was in the evening outfit now: 
a very short, flimsy blue cotton 
skirt and matching tight navy 
knickers underneath. The skirt was 


: Mr Marks came close. His hand slid 
over Jill’s nude boobs: “Didn't you 
enjoy it? Perhaps not? It's meant to 
be a shock to the system of course; 
so you'll learn fast. I hope you will 
learn fast, Jill.’ З 


А final feel at the trembling boobs 
and he tells her to get her top on. 
He will see her again at supper 
time. Jill struggled into the tight top 
and put the brown flat-heeled 
shoes back on. She stood up and 
nervously straightened her thick, 
dark-brown wavy hair. Her first, 
dreadful, session with Mr Marks 
was presumably over. He smiled at 
her. 'Come here, Jill. And turn 
round.’ 


Shakily Jill stepped close and turn- 
ed so that her back was towards Mr 
Marks. Her bottom. His hand took 
hold of one tightly-encased cheek. 
‘That’s it then, Jill. Now you say 
‘Thank you Mr Marks.’ 


She stuttered it out. The hand slap- 
“рей -һег rear. ‘Good. Now run 
along.’ 


"Five minutes later in the little room 
upstairs Jill met Samantha. She was 
a pretty blonde, with a nice figure 
in the same brief and tight outfit 
that Jill had on. Smiling she asked 
if Jill had had her first session with 
‘Mr Marks. Jill nodded. 


Samantha said, ‘So you won’t want 
to sit down for a while then. It’s 
a nasty shock, isn’t it, when you've 
only just got here. But you'll find 
there's plenty of that sort of thing. 


From Mr Marks and the others too. '- 


Samantha had been there for just 
two weeks. The girl who has 
previously been in the room had 
left two days earlier, her six-month 
ordeal finally over. The number of 
girls was kept at five, Jill was told. 
Still feeling that awful caning, she 
asked what they had to do all day. 


‘Work,’ Samantha said. ‘Mostly. 
Work in the house and out in the 
garden as well. There’s study 
period in the evenings and you get 
tested on it. Another excuse for 
caning of course.’ Jill asked about 
Mr Canber. 


“Мг Canber. Oh yes. Did he try 
anything on? Want a nice quick 
screw: on the way perhaps?” 


Flushing, jill said, ‘Well, sort of.’ 
Not mentioning the other business 
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He says softly, 'Caning is essential, 
Jill. I should really give you another 
one before supper.’ 


“Мо Sir...” Her voice has an 
hysterical edge. 'Please...' Mr Fit- 
cham's fingers push in between 
Jill's legs. She shifts her feet, par- 
ting them slightly. So that her 
thighs are not so tightly together. 
One of Mr Fitcham's fingers slips 
in between the most lips of Jill's 
pussy. ‘Pl...please...not another...’ 
Words stuttering out. The fingers 
plus the thought of another caning 
have Jill trembling, like a leaf, her 
legs feeling like jelly. 


‘Hmmm...perhaps we could...just 
spank you, Jill. Give you a spank- 
ing instead. For the moment. Of 
course I shall have to give you a 
caning. As your tutor. But right 
now...’ 


"Yes sir. Yes...please...’ 


He takes his hand away. ‘All right 
then. Get your knickers right off. 
And then let's have you here.' 


Jill's shaking hands grab at her 
knickers. Anything is better than a 
caning. Mr Fitcham tells her to take 
her shoes off as well. With both 
knickers and shoes off she gets over 
his lap. His hand pushes her legs 
apart. Slides in between them. 


Jill makes a grunting sound. Mr Fit- 
cham is softly talking. 


"You've got six months in front of 
you, Jill. It can be not too bad or 
it can be really heavy going. That's 
what I always tell a girl who will 
be coming to me for tutoring. 
Especially a nice pretty one, eh Jill?' 


Jill makes a 'Nnnngghhh...' sound. 
It is not intended as a sound of 
disagreement, of non-co-operation. 
Jill is not fighting what Mr Fitcham 
is doing. His hand. She doesn t like 
it but she is not fighting it. If it will 
mean that maybe she will have an 
easier time. That is what Mr Fit- 
cham is saying. If she is co- 
operative. Jill doesn't like it but she 
is responding nonethless. Her hips 
are beginning to move...her 
breathing is harsher. 


Mr Fitcham seems to approve of 
this. “That's a good girl, Jill. In a 
moment we'll have the spanking. 
But first of all...what a girl likes, 
eh?' 
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LETTERS 


readers will remember Samantha 
in a *Ghost in the Attic' pages 8-19 
and will envy the opportunity of 
Mr Clayfield to have his wicked 
way with her. The latest set of the 
blonde temptress, Samantha are 
superb. Naturally, his eyes will 
have lingered on those knees and 
skirt clad thighs of hers and sure- 
ly he would have been a god not 
to have pleasured at her thrusting 
boobs. Surely none of your readers 
will have disagreed with Mr 
Clayfields opinion that she had to 
learn discipline? 


Glad to see that your ‘Join the 
Dots' feature is still a main feature 
of your excellent magazines. Those 
black stockings and the white 
suspender belt of the otherwise 
naked Susan were exciting. Can we 
see more of this blonde beauty 
soon? 


Yours sincerely, 
P. Colesworthy 


Dear Editor, 


I think that the printed word regar- 
ding Corporal Punishment is so 
much easier to stomach than the ac- 
tual witnessing of a scene in which 
a shapely young woman is sub- 
jected to the extreme agony of get- 
ting a bare bottom filled with the 
stripes of a cane wielded by the 
man who is actually punishing her. 


When I was serving in the Navy, 
I visited a port in South Africa, and 
this was before the nuances of 
political dissuasion and an era 
when the whole world was caught 
up in the fraca of the World War 
Two. 


My ship mates and I were in an All 
Whites bar and were releasing 
some of the tensions that we had 
suffered on the trip from Gibraltar 


car I instruct her to remove her 
panties so I can check them for 
stains i.e. dried pussy juice but she 
has got clever and covered it with 


other stains. So if I find her pan- . 


ties too stained or too clean. (It 
means shes changed them during 
the day). I cane her anyway. 


3. Another humiliation Pam does 
not like is when I take her out. I 
do not let her use public toilets. I 
take her to a dark corner of a car 
park where she leans back against 
me and slightly squats, lifts her 
skirt and pee's. She does not have 
to remove her panties because 
when she is out with me I do not 
let her wear any. 


She says having to go without pan- 
ties makes her feel like a naughty 
girl who if she is caught will mean 
she will be punished. 


Finally, I appeal to all Blushes 
readers, lets have more letters 
along the lines of H.H.'s. Perhaps 
a special edition. 


Yours faithfully, 
R.J.W., London 


Dear Editor, 


I am quite sure that many of your 
committed readers will turn to the 
letters column of your magazine in 
the first place. Quite ahead of the 
other goodies to come. I for one 
will certainly agree with Tommy 
of Somerset in Blushes 48 that you 
seem to improve the quality of your 
magazines while others fall by the 
wayside. 


Blushes 48 is surely the epitome of 
first class CP literature and now 
that we are given samples of your 
videos as per example ‘The Inspec- 
tor pages 5 and 8 who can 
complain? 


I reckon that a number of your 


Dear Sir, 


I recently purchased New Uniform 
Girls No. 33 and am writing to say 
how much I endorse H.H. of 
Croydon's letter regarding the 
methods of punishment he uses on 
his wife Nicole and would like to 
make the following comments. 


1. Although only mentioned in 
passing he says Nicole's pussy is 
shaven. This is most important as 
even when she is on her own when 
she goes to the loo she is remind- 
ed she is under H.H.'s control. 
Blushes ignores this in their 
photographs surely some of your 
models shave or if not it should be 
as part of a photo punishment 
feature. 1 shave my girlfriend 
regularly. 


2. 1 also agree potty training is im- 
portant. I caught my girlfriend 
Pamela playing with herself while 
sitting on the loo. This I cured by 
obtaining an old fashioned metal 
type potty from a second hand 
shop. (H.H. should try to obtain 
one for Nicole it makes a much 
more humiliating sound than 
plastic) When I am at honié 
Pamela must ask for permission to 
go to the loo. 


If I am busy watching T.V. or 
working in my study, I tell her to 
fetch the potty and watch while she 
squats over it and pee's. If I am not 
busy then I accompany her to the 
loo and watch to ensure she does 
not play with herself. 


I may consider H.H.'s suggestion 
of nappies perhaps some of your 
other correspondents would like to 
elaborate on this method of 
humiliation. 


It concerns me that I cannot be sure 
of what Pamela gets up to when she 
is at work. I do sometimes collect 
her from work at unrespectable 
times and as soon as she gets in the 


39 


complaint. 


It is months since you have had a 
feature of a new girl in black stock- 
ings and suspenders getting spank- 
ed. There were pictures of a super 
girl in black stockings and 
suspenders a couple of issues ago, 
but this was only in ‘Join the Dots’ 
and we never actually saw a man 
spanking her. 


Please give us at least one new 
feature each issue of girls wearing 
black or tan stockings and 
suspenders. 


When the issues have girls in black 
stockings and suspenders and be- 
ing made to show their boobs while 
they get spanked, the magazines 
are such good value to me that I 
sometimes buy two copies. 


Please can we have them with 
stories in which they are in 
recognisable jobs in the pursuance 
of which jobs the situation arises 
in which they get caned by their 
bosses. Can we, for example have 
more features in which the girls 
start off wearing smart full 
uniforms, such as Army, Air 
Force, Navy, etc and also smart 
semi-uniforms such as teachers, 
secretaries, and shop assistants. 
During the course of undressing 
these girls while getting them 
prepared for their spankings and 
canings don't forget that we like to 
see their naked boobs as well as 
their naked wide spread bottoms 
and nylon clad legs. You 
sometimes omit to bare their boobs 
and thus we miss some of their 
charms. Even though we see them 
spanked, the pleasure of seeing 
them caned is much better when 
their bare boobs are exposed at the 
same time — as long as they're still 
wearing their stockings and 
suspenders of course! 


Please in every sequence can we 
have a full length full frontal 
photograph with the girls only 
wearing stockings and suspenders. 
Frontal photographs are needed to 
compliment each spanking 
sequence. 


Please answer my plea. I'm sure 
you'll sell more magazines. 


Yours, willing to be an even more 
staunch customer in future. 
M.B. 


A three striped sergeant removed 
a leather belt from under his tunic; 
it was the one he kept round his 
trousers and then he brought that 
strap down in quick flashing 
strokes across her bare backside. 
She did not stop yelling from that 
very first stroke. 


Then, just as we thought that the 
*show' was over, they laid her on 
the counter and her feet were haul- 
ed up and placed each side of her 
head. I would never have believ- 
ed a pair of buttocks could have 
looked so angry. Her body was taut 
now and everything she possessed 
was on display. She was a real 
blonde alright, but that strap came 
down to thrash the sun tanned 
thighs. 


“You won't be too keen to share 
this around for a long, long 
time...black or white,' the sergeant 
told her. 


Now this is true because I witness- 
ed it. The oral love act took place 
after that 

They went outside and 
brought a big black man in to the 
bar. Strictly taboo and the poor 
bugger was all white eyed when he 
saw these strong white men. 


Thomas R. 


Dear Sir, 


I look forward to your magazines 
Blushes, Supplement and Uniform 
Girls every week as the most ex- 
citing part of my life. 


But after all the years you have 
pleased me so much, I have a 


round to the Cape. We had already 
been warned that the South African 
regime was a whole lot different 
from our own and that we were 
not, under any circumstances to 
show any feelings or objections to 
the manner in which the govern- 
ment of that Country handled its 
affairs. 


There was not the laxity or educa- 
tion as far as we were concerned 
that exists todays. We were in a bar 
that catered for All Whites and 
from another bar came a real 
hullabaloo. A female screaming in 
protest and a number of men rais- 
ing their voices in outraged in- 
dignation. After so many commis- 
sions of sea service, my friends and 
I were more than curious to 
discover what was causing all this 
noise. We went into the other bar 
and found a quite attractive blonde 
probably twenty, maybe twenty 
two years of age. She was tall and 
very well shaped. A number of 
men surrounded her and they wore 
the uniform of the South Africa 
Corps. A hardened bunch of men 
who seemed to be steeped in their 
own country's traditions. One was 
accusing her of fraternising with a 
coloured man and this in those days 
was something that was beyond 
belief. She was obviously one of 
the fore-runners of the free South 
Africa from the white man's rule, 


type. 


The police came in; listened to a 
tall senior NCO and then nodded. 
The law walked out leaving this 
woman with the crowd of incens- 
ed servicemen. The kangaroo court 
lasted less than a minute and they 
were unanimous in their sentence 
of what they would do to her. As 
we watched, simply because there 
was nothing else we could do 
and without bothering with 
buttons or fasteners they removed 
every stitch, literally, they just 
stripped her on the spot. 
South Africa 
Corps guys were big bastards and 
they were strong with it. Before 
our very eyes, we watched as they 
peeled everyting from a quite at- 
tractive torso. They taunted 
her about wanting to dance with 
blackmen, horizontally or other- 
wise and assured her that they 
would introduce a method that 


PIANO LESSONS 
Continued from 


Unless of course she (they were on- 
ly female; who wanted to spend 
valuable hours wasted with young 
males?) was unusually attractive in 
both face and figure. In that case 
Eric could be bothered and was 
prepared and indeed keen to take 
the girl. At 60 instructing a pretty 
young female person could be one 
of life’s real pleasures — if of 
course one was assured of freedom 
of action. Reasonable freedom of 
action because naturally Eric, a 
charming and civilised man, would 
not wish anything unreasonable. 


Although it must be said that young 

ladies in Eric Elvard’s charge had 

at times considered what he 

wanted, demanded, in the way of 

disciplinary measures unreasonable 

in the extreme. But then young 

ladies, by definition without the 

benefit of years of mature ex- 

perience of what life can demand, f ^ ' 24 à 
were not in a good position to Я j ' М የር... 
make a balanced judgement; and = Sa 
their views could be disregarded. 
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Grade A+ + + even one could say. 
Eric Elvard, a man of considerable 
experience of young female per- 
sons, would certainly not have got 
an erection in these circumstances 
unless the young lady was 
something special; of out-of-the- 
ordinary quality. Yes. Indeed. 


So yes, undoubtedly he did think 


۴ he could do something for charm- 


ing Mrs Lanley. As regards this 
lovely young person, her daughter. 


“What grade have you attained, 


Alison?’ 


To this not unexpected question 
Alison answered somewhat 
shamefacedly. It was in truth 
nothing to boast about. More ap- 
propriate for someone several 
years younger. 


‘Hmmm.’ Mr Elvard pursed his lips. 
‘I should imagine from that...that 
a somewhat more disciplined ap- 
proach is needed.’ 


‘Exactly!’ declared Monica Lanley. 
‘That is precisely what I have told 


| Alison. Oh Mr Elvard, if you think 


you can do something...instill a 
more disciplined attitude...’ 


* * * 


“You recall no doubt what your 
mother said, my dear? I’m to instill 
discipline. Your mother seems to 
think that is the root of your pro- 
blem. So we will have to concen- 
trate on the discipline thing, will 
we not?’ 


They are not in Alison’s sitting 
room now, this is the piano room 
at Mr Elvard’s house. Where there 
are present only Alison and Mr 
Elvard. mrs Lanley is not of course 
here. Naturally; a mother is not 
needed when a grown-up girl, 18 
years old, has a piano lesson. When 
she also no doubt has disciplinary 
lessons, for assuredly she will be 
having those as well. Eric Elvard 
would certainly not wish a girl’s 
mother to be present when she is 
having the rudiments of discipline 
imparted. It would inhibit opera- 
tions; it would no doubt inhibit the 
girl’s responses. 


Alison makes an unhappy sort of 
face in response to Mr Elvard and 
does not answer. She has just arriv- 
ed and been ushered into this room 
which contains the piano and its 
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It of course Eric had ensured that 


he was in a position where their | 


views could be disregarded. 


Because discipline was at the cen- 


tre of Eric Elvard's teaching | 


methods. Discipline of mind and 
discipline of body. Without 
discipline how could a person 
achieve anything at all? How many 
times had Eric assured a delicious 
big-eyed — possibly wet-eyed — 
young female person of this basic 
truth? Very many times was the 
answer. 


Alison Lanley Eric saw right away 
was the sort of young female per- 
son he was bothered with. Most in- 
dubitably so. Viewed for the first 


time in that same genteel sitting 


room where his name had first 
been broahced by Susan Markand, 
here was the young lady of whom 
the mother had spoken on the 
phone. Delicious! Big dark eyes 
and short dark hair and a ripe, soft, 
sensitive mouth. And the rest of 
her too! In a simple, not showy, 
blouse and skirt which at the same 
time did show off or at least give 
a good indication of what she had 
underneath: how Miss Alison 
Lanley was physically put together. 
Which was with firm but full boobs 
— brassiered evidently, and how, 
pray, would they look without the 
benefit of that garment? — above 
a delightfully slim waist below 
which would seem to be equally 
delicious hips. (Not to mention, he 
saw when she turned, her bottom. 
One must never forget a young 
lady’s bottom). The thighs under 
the dark full skirt, Eric had no 
doubt, would be of the same Grade 
А + + quality, as were the knees 
which he could see as Alison sat 
demurely on the settee with her 
cup of Earl Grey. The knees and the 
shapely lower legs which were 
bare: one could observe this, one 
could observe downy little hairs if 
one looks closely and still had, for 
60, excellent eyesight. The knees 
and legs and their delicate little 
hairs gave Eric as he sat opposite 
the beginnings of an erection. 
Perhaps not only the knees and 
legs, perhaps also those firm boobs 
and the slim waist and the softly 
sensitive mouth were contributing 
to it. And of course the thought of 
what she was sitting on. Her bot- 
tom. Yes all of this. And Eric’s reac- 
tion in this manner did indicate 
that this young lady was in- 
dubitably worth bothering with. 


towards him. In a quiet voice he 
says, ‘I shall need to take your 
measurements, Alison. To make 
sure your uniform fits. That is on- 
ly sensible. Mmmm...? 


Alison’s breath hisses abruptly out. 


blouse, not the pink one, today. 
She is here for her first lesson. Her 
music is on the piano stool. Mr 
Elvard is moving closer. 


He takes hold of Alison’s arms and 
turns her, so that her back is 


stool, a cane rocking chair, and not 
much else. Her coat is in the 
hallway and she stands uncertain- 
ly by the piano in the same dark 
skirt as when two days ago Mr 
Elvard was at her house to discuss 
this matter. She has on a pale blue 


42 


Elvard he can't mean this. He can't 
possibly...do what he has just said. 
But Mr Elvard is gazing at her with 
a steely eye and no words of pro- 
test do in fact burst from Alison's 
pretty mouth. Instead..her hands 
have hesitatingly gone to the front 
of her blouse. The tiny buttons. 
Can her mother possibly 
know...that she has landed her in 
this? Mr Elvard who has threaten- 
ed to cane her bare bottom...and 
is making her take her clothes off. 
But...Alison is doing it. She doesn't 
seem to have a lot of choice. 


` The blouse is coming off. And the 


dark skirt unhappily slipped down. 
Underneath is a white slip. ‘And 
the slip too,’ says Eric Elvard, his 
eyes intent, taking in the slim but 
curving shape of her. He has, 
naturally, got that erection gain. 
“We want an accurate measure- 
ment. For your uniform.’ 


The big brown eyes blink. Her face 
is now a rosy pink colour. A 
uniform? What does that mean? 
But mostly in Alison’s head is the 
more immediate thought that she 
has to take off her slip. Stand in 
front of Mr Elvard in just bra and 


Elvard is not finished. “ГІ need to 
check of course. Take your blouse 
and skirt off please.’ As he says this 
he is turning Alison to face him 
again. 


Mr Elvard is sitting down in the 
rocking chair. To watch her take 
her things off? Can he mean this? 
This is a piano lesson... 


‘Don’t you like the idea, Alison? Of 
taking your things off?’ 


Still trembling, still feeling his 
hands on her boobs, Alison 
vigorously shakes her head. 


‘Good. Then doing it will be ex- 
cellent disciplinary training, won't 
it? And of course it is only the 
beginning. We shall have lots of 
things that you don’t like. Lots and 
lots, young lady. And if you don’t 
start doing immediately what I 
have told you...you will get an ear- 
ly taste of something you won't 
like. Which is the cane across your 
bare bottom.’ 


Alison’s jaw drops, the ripe-lipped 
mouth gapes open. Words of pro- 
test want to blurt out. Telling Mr 


Because Mr Elvard’s arms have slip- 
ped round her. To the front. 
Where he has simply grabbed a 
firm, full breast in each hand. She 
can’t believe it. Alison’s own hands 
automatically come up to grab at 
the hands... while her hissing breath 
develops into a belated shocked 
squeal. 


‘Just keep still, Miss.’ Mr Elvard’s 
voice from behind is calm but 
sharp. In spite of her grabbing his 
hands have kept a firm grip of 
Alison's tits. “Stand still and put 
your hands down at your sides. If 
you please. Or I shall get the cane 
to you.' 


Alison is shaking. With what has 
happened. With disbelief. Mr 
Elvard's authoritarian tone does 
not brook much argument. But...he 
has hold of her tits. ‘Hands at your 
sides, Miss. I need your 
measurements. What is your bust 
size?' 


"Th...thi...' Alison seems to have 
lost the power of speech. 'Thirty- 
six...' finally squeaks out. 


The hands do at least let go. But Mr 
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can now see...there are dark brown 
curling hairs to be seen at either 
side of the skimpy crotch. Alison's 
hand slides over this area. But she 
is told to stand straight, with her 
hands at her sides. Mr Elvard is get- 


ting to his feet. 


۲ 
dark brown curls. To leave her in 
just a bra and very brief knickers, 
both white. No doubt had Alison 
anticipated anything like this...the 
knickers would not have been so 
brief. At the back they are not 
covering a lot of her bottom and 
in front, which is what Mr Elvard 


knickers. 


‘Come on, young lady. Or it'll be 
your knickers down right away. 
For the cane. Is that what you 


want?' 
The slip comes off. Up over the 
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Alison do it as part of this discipline 
business. Or of course he wants her 
to refuse...so that he has an excuse 
for caning her... 


Alison's hands behind her unfasten 
her bra strap. She slips the bra for- 
ward..and off. Not looking at Mr 


Her bra. No! 'Get it off, Miss. Or 
do you want the cane.' 


There is clearly no way that Mr 
Elvard really needs Alison's bra off 
for a measurement. It is just that he 
wants it. Either wants to see her 
without her bra or wants to make 


From somewhere he now has a 
tape measure in his hand. 'Stand 
still. Don't move,' Alison is told 
again. mr Elvard's two hands come 
up...and jiggle Alison's tits. “We 
really need this garment off, don’t 
we? To make sure we get the 
measurements right.’ 
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mean you're feeling sexy? Mmm? 
We don't really want that of 
course.’ 


Mr Elvard’s arms are round behind 
her now. The tape is round Alison’s 
back...and round the jutting- 
nippled boobs. ‘Maybe I had bet- 
ter get the cane out. Eh? Can’t have 
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speech, she is sure, will bring the 


tears flooding out. 


‘Raise your arms,’ Mr Elvard tells 
her. ‘Mmmm...They look big, don’t 
they? With her raised arms 
Alison's tits are jutting impressively 
out. ‘Especially with your nipples 
sticking out like that. Does that 


ት 


Elvard. Mr Elvard is certainly look- 
ing at Alison, though. His eyes 
naturally focussed on her tits, on 
her nipples which are half erect. 


‘Are you enjoying this, Alison?’ he 
innocently asks. Alison in fact is 
close to bursting into tears. She 
doesn’t answer. Any attempt at 


We must get it right. Eh, young 
Alison?' 


Some ittle time later Mr Elvard has 
finished. He has at last got all the 
measurements he needs. Some of 
the measurements...were worse 
than that bust one. A lot worse. But 


measurement be with them stick- 
ing out like this? It must make a dif- 
ference. Eh? Quite a difference...?’ 


‘Mmmm. Yes. Right. And now, 
young lady...slip the knickers 
down. The hip measurement. On 
the actual flesh for accuracy, eh? 


you feeling all sexy when you're 
supposed to be concentrating on 
the piano. Oh no...' 


His fingers with the tape jiggle 
Alison's bare boobs...her now ful- 
ly erect nipples...'Mmmm...Yes... 
Thirty-six...mmm...but should the 
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"Discipline, Miss. And let's now see 
what you can do. All right?’ 


* * * 


Alison's uniform is a maid's outfit. 
A long black dress with a white full- 
length apron or pinafore which 
covers the front. A little white 
mob-cap sits on her dark curls. 


Mr Elvard already had the outfit but 
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off them. 


'So let's hear you play now. Shall 
we? A couple of your pieces.' His 
hand smacks Alison's bum. 'Come 
on.' And Alison in just her shoes 
and knickers has to sit down at the 
piano. A test both of her playing 
and of discipline, Mr Elvard tells 
her. His two hands come down 
over Alison's shoulders and 
squeeze the jutting bare tits. 


now Alison's knickers are pulled up 
again. That is all though. She is in 
her shoes and the skimpy knickers, 
nothing else. 


‘Leave the rest off for the present,’ 
she is told. ‘Freedom of movement, 
very good for you. And also good 
for discipline. Eh?' Mr Elvard's 
hands were once again jiggling 
Alison's bare boobs. He seems to 
have difficulty keeping his hands 


she is trembling like a leaf, gasping 
for breath still. 


*How was that, young lady? Did 
you enjoy that?' 


Alison, incapable at the moment of 
speech, can only shake her head. 


"That was nothing much. A mere 
hand spanking. How are you going 
to like the cane? The cane can real- 
ly give a sting to a girl's bare 
bottom.’ 


Alison has the feeling that perhaps 
she is going to be sick after all. Mr 
Elvard’s hand reaches round and 
gropes her hot bottom. 


“Yes, you'll enjoy the cane, Alison. 
But right now I should like to en- 
joy a-cup of coffee. And I should 
like you to make it. A maid’s job, 
eh? You'll find it out in the kitchen. 
All right? Nice and smartish please. 
Smacking a girl's bottom can make 
aman thirsty. And then we'll have 
you at the piano. If you think you 
can sit on that bottom. I'm sure 
you can. No problem. After a good 
caning of course...a girl may think 
she can't.... 


* ж ж 


‘By the way how is your Alison get- 
ting on?' Susan Markand asks over 
the phone. ‘With Mr Elvard. Mak- . 
ing good progress?’ 


‘Oh yes. Doing very well apparent- 
ly,’ Monica Lanley says. ‘All she 
needed was a firm hand. To get her 
to concentrate and keep at it. And 
Mr Elvard seems to be able to pro- 
vide it.’ 


Tm so glad. And is she...ahhh...en- 
joying it?’ 


Monica laughs. ‘I don’t know that 
I would say that. I don’t think 


: Alison enjoys hard work. But I’m 


sure she’ll look back on it when 
she’s got somewhere and be 
thankful.’ 


‘Tm sure she will. What...ah...what 
exactly does Mr Elvard do. His 
methods I mean?' 


Monica gives a short laugh. ‘I don't 
really know. Alison doesn't offer 
any details and I don't ask. ` 
Just...well, discipline I suppose. I 
expect he can be very stern.' 


*Yes. I'm sure...' 


dict. His hands give Alison's boobs 
a squeeze through the tight-fitting 
bodice. 


*No knickers of course so that your 
bottom is instantly available. If 
needed. For the cane or a good 
hard spanking I mean. That's how 
it is for a maid, Alison. The first 
thing she has to learn is discipline. 
And she learns it by means of her 
pretty bottom. OK? Let me have a 
look at you then. Lift up your 
skirts. Come on, right up.’ 


And sick-looking Alison has to do 
that; lift the skirt and apron up 
round her waist. Standing in front 
of Mr Elvard to display first her 
front and then the rear view. His 
hand wobbles the cheeks of her 
bare bottom. 'I suppose we should 
give the new maid her first taste. 
Yes, Alison? A good spanking to 
start things off.’ 


And that of course is what this new 
maid gets. A bare-bottom spanking 
over Mr Elvard's lap as he sits in the 
rocking chair. Alison's head down 
near the carpet. The hand at her 
bare bottom...and then slamming 
down. Making her gasp and yelp. 
Making her feel sick; from the hard 
splat of his hand and also the mo- 
tion: her jerking, writhing, setting 
up further rolling motion iin Mr 
Elvard's chair, so that it is like be- 
ing on a stormy Channel crossing, 
everything rolling, heaving, the 
room about her seeming to rock to 
and fro. And of course in the mid- 
dle of it all is Mr Elvard's shocking 
hand. Slamming breath-takingly 
down onto the flinching flesh of 
her nates. Alison's bare bottom be- 
ing battered by Mr Elvard's hard 
hand. 


It goes on and on, this nightmare. 
Alison thinks that she is going to be 
sick. But somehow she isn't, not 
quite, and at last Mr Elvard does 
stop. He is telling her to get up, and 
Alsion doesn't know if she can, if 
her legs will support her, not after 
this dreadful ordeal. And she does 
half collapse as Mr Elvard pushes 
her to her feet. Her trembling hand 
goes to the chair for support. The 
long skirt of the maid's dress has 
fallen back in place over her 
tomato-red bottom and the equal- 
ly red backs of her thighs above the 
taut-strapped nylons (because the 
piano tutor has not ignored this 
other inviting target). There is on- 
ly Alison's flushed and tear-wet 
face to show now, and the fact that 


menn 


he said at that first visit he would 
have to get the waist taken in just 
a little, so that it fitted perfectly. 
So Alison has to put the uniform on 
for the first time on her second 
visit, her second lesson. Which is 
on Wednesday, two days after the 
first traumatic visit to his house. 


‘Did you get on all right,’ Monica 
Lanley enthusiastically wanted to 
know as soon as Alison got home. 
‘Did Mr Elvard start on the 
discipline?' 


Did her mother know what he had 
been doing? Alison couldn't believe 
she did, not all that unbelievable 
business, but at the same time...she 
had been half planning to tell her 
mother but now she didn't. She 
might simply say that Alison had to 
continue anyway, if it was going to 
do something for her piano then 
anything was acceptable. So Alison 
just mumbled. ‘Yes.’ Her mother 
didn’t ask for details and Alison 
didn’t offer any. It would not 
anyway be at all easy to talk about 
it. About being made to play strip- 
ped down to only her 
knickers...with Mr Elvard standing 
behind her playing with her nude 
boobs...Or that she had had to take 
her knickers down...and have that 
tape measure slipped between her 
legs...her mother couldn’t know, 
suspect, any of that...? 


Whether Mrs Lanley knew or not, 
Alison was going to have to go 
again two days later. What then? 
That uniform... 


Mr Elvard has it ready for her. In 
the piano. room again. ‘Таке 
everything off,’ he tells her. ‘And 
good, I see you’ve brought the 
shoes.’ 


A pair of high-heeled courts (white 
ones) which Mr Elvard told her to 
bring and Alison has meekly done 
so. To wear with the uniform. The 
uniform is a maid’s outfit she sees 
now. It is to be worn with nothing 
underneath, Mr Elvard tells her. Or 
at least no knickers or bra or slip. 
There are, though, black nylon 
stockings, plus a black suspender 
belt. But that is all. With her white 
high heels. 


‘Very nice,’ Mr Elvard tells Alison 
. when she has it all on. The dress, 
the apron, the humiliating little 
cap: Underneath of course nothing 
except the nylons and suspender 


belt. ‘Charming,’ is Mr Elvard's ver-- 
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ር 
ne. Alison in the maid's uniform 
hich she hates is bent over the 
ns of the rocking chair. Her head 
pwn in the seat, her skirts up over 
tr back. Alison's pretty bottom 
ove the black stockings is quite 
re because as usual the maid's 
iform is worn without knickers. 
e ripe bottom has one red stripe 
nsversely across its quivering 
heeks...and Mr Elvard's cane is 
рош to descend to impart a se- 
рпа. Alison is making a low moan- 
g sound. There is no doubt that 
e cane is in a quite different 
tegory from a spanking. The pain 
quite agonising. 


Keep it still,’ Eric Elvard tells her. 
hat’s a good girl...’ 
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